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Billie Joe and Tre are dads and Mike's 
getting married. But tear them from 
the bosoms of their loved ones and Green 
Day are more skittish (and spit-ish) 
than ever. By Craig Marks. 

62 SUMMER OF LOVE 

Rumors swirled, punches flew, accusations 
abounded. What else would you expect 
when Hole took to the road for Lollapalooza 
'95? Herewith, a firsthand, behind-the- 
scenes account from the one-and-only girl 
with the most cake. By Courtney Love. 

78 INSTANT KARMA 

For one weekend every year, the 
thousands of pilgrims to Burning Man 
get to be themselves — fire-worshiping, 
often naked, and always very happy 
freaks. By Elizabeth Gilbert. 
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Brenda Walsh is ancient history, and 
Shannen Doherty couldn't be happier. 
By Christina Kelly. 



92 PHREE YOUR MIND 

Post-hippie saviors Phish boast 
mind-bending jams, a dedicated legion 
of fellow travelers, and a monstrously 
profitable live show. Sound 
familiar? By Richard Gehr. ^ 



99 ROOTS RADICAL 

Buju Banton, reggae's biggest 
star since Bob Marley, is 
helping a generation of young 
Jamaicans rediscover 
the reverence of their music. 
By Elena Oumano. 



100 WHERE'S MUAMMAR? 

Now that Colonel Qaddafi doesn't have 
Ronald Reagan to kick around anymore 
what's left for Libya's mercurial leader? 
Obscurity, insurrection, and a billboard 
on every street corner in Tripoli. 
By Rory Nugent. 
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"I was expecting complete mayhem 
before we went into the studio," says 
Jesse Frohman, right, who shot this 
month's cover article on Green Day. "But 
they're actually three very cool guys." 
Frohman, who's a big fan of Walker 
Evans's stark black-and-white portraits, 
was happy to have the chance to shoot 
the band in two-tones. Says Frohman: "Color is too close to reality." 
His photography appears regularly in such publications as Vanity Fair, 
Harper's Bazaar, and Interview. 

After seeing a dozen 
Phish shows for this 
month's feature, "Phree 
Your Mind," SPIN 
Contributing Editor 
Richard Gehr, below, 
emerged as a born-again 
Phish-head. "I went 
from hard-core skeptic 
to hard-core fan. Each 
show was better than 
the last," says Gehr. 
"The thing about Phish is that they're the best improvised music around — 
it's the real alternative music because you don't hear it on the radio 
or see it on MTV. It's a spontaneous, improvised, one-shot deal." Gehr also 
writes for the Village Voice, Newsday, and Internet Life. 



"I knew I was going to like her long before 
we even met," says contributor Christina 
Kelly, right, who profiles actress Shannen 
Doherty, star of the new movie Mallrats, in 
this issue. "But I actually felt bad going to 
the interview because I once said some 
mean things about her in a Sassy article, 
and I totally feel guilty about that now." Kelly 
is a senior writer at US. 



Most self-preserving writers wouldn't go near Libya, let alone spend seven 
weeks there, as Rory Nugent, below, did late last spring for this month's 
story "Where's Muammar?" But Nugent 
actually felt safer in Tripoli than he does on the 
streets of New York City. "I had at least two 
government shadows following me wherever 
. jjL I went," says Nugent, a SPIN staff writer. 

^ "I was the only foreign journalist in Libya at the 

' . time, so they didn't have much else to do." 

Nugent's latest book, Drums Along the 
^ft ^dt/^^^r Congo (Houghton Mifflin), is available at finer 
» bookstores everywhere. 
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by Eric Weisbard 



The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and Museum 

opened in Cleveland this past Labor Day 
weekend, amid vast hype and a thinner layer of 
dissent — i.e., people who argued that putting 
rock'n'roll in a museum kills off the spirit of the 
music. To me, if rock mattered — if rock matters — 
then it's as deserving of serious study as 
any other form of culture. To think otherwise 
is to reaffirm the highbrow/lowbrow boundaries 
rock'n'roll exists to tear down. 

So the issue isn't whether you institutionalize 
rock, it's how you do it without losing all the fizz. 
The beverage I drank in Clevo wasn't completely 
flat, but it took some pretty determined gulping to 
gather up a solid belch. It took Bo Diddley's crude 
beast of an electric guitar (the equivalent of playing 
drums on trash cans); Iggy Pop demolishing the 
Doors' version of Howlin' Wolf's "Back Door Man" 
while slipping in a little "I Wanna Be Your Dog" 
at the televised concert; a museum exhibit on 
"500 songs that shaped rock and roll" that didn't 
bleep the fucks out of Dr. Dre's "Nuthin but a G' 
Thang"; and designer Stephen Sprouse chopping 
the heads off the rock star mannequins in the 
costume exhibits, leaving Gene Simmons rolling 
on the ground looking up at himself. 

Objects, moments, and decisions like these 
rocked. The term may be vague, but the gut 
feeling is real enough, and understanding its 
meaning is key for a site devoted to rock'n'roll. 
Trouble is, to do so you have to confront 
truths that mainstream culture prefers to avoid: 
that vulgarity offers an immediacy and candor 
that "civilized" discourse buries; that drugs, 
indiscriminate sex, and deliberate offensiveness 
can be useful artistically; that the best fun is 
often dangerous and that kids feel things in their 
groins adults don't want to recognize; that 
popular culture is typically a solace, even an 
opiate, but can also be a time bomb waiting to 
explode. Even today, Jimi Hendrix's version of the 
national anthem — played loudly at the Hall's 
ribbon-cutting ceremony — makes politicians 
uncomfortable. 

However much it's come to be associated with 
American patriotism, rock isn't a Chamber of 
Commerce sentiment — it's even sloppy for the 
world of museums and academia. One big 
disappointment for me was the Hall's anemic 
archival efforts. Jazz has the Institute of Jazz 
Studies at Rutgers University, and an early-jazz 




Spirit of 77: The New York-London punk exhibit at the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. 



archive in New Orleans; rock can't even boast a 
single good record library. Plans for making the 
Hall useful for scholars and students are barely 
off the drawing board, and the operating budget 
for such matters is a pittance. The other letdown 
was the city itself. "Cleveland Rocks," everyone 
kept crowing, but the part of the city that used to 
rock — the Flats, where the Cuyahoga River and 
salt mines divide the city, a gorgeous industrial 
landscape that produced Pere Ubu and the 
seminal Cleveland punk of the mid-to-late 70s — 
is now a wasteland of Hooters and Shooters. 
Thank god the cleanup of downtown for Indians 
fans hasn't yet shut down the Agora, Cleveland's 
grimy night-palace, where P-Funk reigned 
on Hall weekend. Rock'n'roll as urban renewal? 
I don't think so. 

Of course, the public and private sector 
benefactors who built the Hall are happy with 
what it is: a theme park-like tourist attraction. No 
one criticized I.M. Pei's "glass tent" design, but as 
a museum it's a disaster: all air and light, no room 
for exhibition space. Had Pei not been prevailed 
upon to add a dark basement level, which holds 
more than half of the exhibits, there'd be no 
content to the place whatsoever. You ascend 
through several largely empty floors, which feel 
like an arty shopping mall, to arrive up top in the 
Hall of Fame proper, where the signatures of the 
inductees and computer monitors light up an 
otherwise dark chamber. The effect is utterly 
funereal: Those inducted might as well be dead. 

Amazingly, given the odds, the museum's 



curators have produced an attraction that honors 
rock's roots and respects both its intelligence and 
its flashy trivialities. I was especially impressed 
by the use of multimedia to reduce the temporal 
problems of teaching music history, which can be 
hard to absorb quickly. There are headsets that 
let you hear DJs from several decades and cities, 
interactive computers, and nervy short films like 
the sex-drugs-and-death-filled Rock Is..., and 
Kick Out the Jams, which ends on the image of a 
young girl entering CBGB to create rock's future. 
Sprouse's cocky visual tricks aside, though, the 
artifact displays are still far too haphazardly 
chosen; much of what's featured is on loan. 

Still, if only because of the rush to fill I.M. Pei's 
big plastic bag — 55 exhibits were installed in 60 
days — there's an anarchic spark to the Hall that I 
hope someone coaxes into a flame. That will 
require convincing a SPIN reader that the Hall 
understands the rock of today: That won't happen 
with a patchy hip-hop exhibit that begins "Rap 
music is the voice of the streets," or a grunge 
window featuring singles by non-entities like 
Silkworm and Skin Yard but skipping Mudhoney's 
seminal "Touch Me I'm Sick." It's not just the 
faces of rock stars that are changing — the 
meaning of rock is, and as that changes in the 
present, the way we think about the past 
changes too. (Maybe Martin Denny's exotica now 
belongs up on that early influences wall 1 ) Rude 
surprises and unexpected treasures — no rock 
museum worth Cleveland's salt should be about 
anything else. • 
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Letters 



FOREVER YOUNG 

Eric Weisbard's article on Neil 
Young ["Not Fade Away," 
September '95] confirms what true 
fans have known for years: Young 
is the king of rock. His songwriting 
has never been better than on his 
last four albums, and on Mirror Ball, 
he shows once again that he can do 
more with a four-note solo than 
Eddie Van Halen can do with an 
entire fretboard. 
M.S. 

Via Internet 
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Thanks to Eric Weisbard for an 
outstanding profile on Neil Young. 
As a victim of cerebral palsy, I was 
touched by the sensitive manner in 
which Mr. Weisbard addressed this 
injury that has affected two of 
Young's children. 

Mark S. Alper 

Arlington, Virginia 
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Thank you for Jack Womack's 
article on Larry Clark ["Teenage 
Lust," September '95]. I'm glad that 
at least one director can produce 
one iron-tipped, realistic anchor in 
this sea of bubblegum-popping, 
credit card-waving, Generation-X, 
sniveling, pseudo-regurgitated 70s 
buffy crap. 

Cece Denny 

Des Moines, Iowa 

I would love to kick some corporate 
ass for putting that damn NC-17 
rating on Kids. It means that the 



only people who could understand 
and appreciate the movie — namely, 
teenage kids — can't see it. 
Doreen Ann Hahn 
Kresgeville, Pennsylvania 

ALL TOO HUMAN 

Re: September's "Topspin" about 
Trent Reznor and his "violent and 
offensive" image: Spare Reznor 
some freedom of expression. He 
may be "different," he may be 
"fucked up," or he may be a "freak," 
but come on, he's only human. 

Renee Finlay 

Ottawa, Ontario, Canada 

REVOLUTION NOW 

William Vollman's article on Bo 
Gritz and American militias ["Almost 
Heaven," September '95] misses 
the big picture. Even (/these 
militias were planning to overthrow 
the U.S. government, that would 
simply make them as immoral and 
unreasonable as our founding 
fathers were, planning to secede 
from mighty Mother England. 
Forget that these militias might be 
filled with bigots and morons. The 
majority of Americans want a 
serious change (i.e., "revolution") 
and not one a la Newt Gingrich. 

C. Brodeur 

New York, New York 

BETTER THAN EVER 

As a devoted "Ezralite," I'd like to 
thank you for your article on Better 
Than Ezra [Exposure, September 
'95]. I saw them play recently and 
was amazed by their raw talent. It's 
obvious that the band has had an 
interesting past, but it's even more 
obvious that Better Than Ezra has a 
promising future. 

Janice Felzenberg 

Oceanport, New Jersey 

REAL TO REEL 

While I always get a big kick out of 
being misquoted and called 
"dickless" in the same article, that 
isn't what drives me to respond to 
Jonathan Bernstein's review of The 
Real World IV ["Flat Mates," 




September '95]. In ail of Bernstein's 
ramblings about Real Worlds past 
and present, he neglected to 
acknowledge the story of Pedro 
Zamora, who I lived with in San 
Francisco on The Real World III. 
Pedro's life, his work, and his 
relationship with Sean were 
heartwarming, tragic, and at the 
very least, landmark television. 

JUDD WlNICK 

San Francisco, California 

The Real World might have begun 
as a mildly entertaining peice of 
shit, but now it's blossomed into a 
dumb and pointless piece of shit. If 
MTV wants to liven up the decaying 
corpse that is The Real World, they 
should stop meticulously selecting 
their guests and recruit some real 
people off the streets. Why not have 
two hoboes, two gays, a militant 
black activist, a white supremacist, 
and a "special" person? What could 
be more "real" than that? 

Anup Pradhan 

Yuba City, California 

A BOY NAMED F00 

In the September '95 "Platter du Jour," 
Terri Sutton gave the Foo Fighters' 
debut album an admirable "seven," 
but after reading the review, I got 
the impression that it should've been 
a negative seven instead. Not only 



did Sutton over-scrutinize Dave 
Grohl, his lyrics, his purpose, and 
his thoughts about Cobain's suicide, 
she also described one of the 
smoothest voices I've heard in a 
great while as "bland and average." 
Grohl deserves respect for what 
he is — a talented and versatile 
musician — not for what he is or isn't 
supposed to be. 

Bryan D. Kiko 

Salem, Ohio 

THE AFTERLIFE 

More than any other article I've read 
on the subject, Jonathan Bernstein's 
article on My So-Called Life [Pop Life, 
September '95] really hit home. There 
was something about Life that gave 
a certain glint of hope we really 
needed. They say all good things 
must come to an end, but you know 
what? I keep asking myself the 
same question: Why now? 

Scott Rothschild 

Buffalo, New York 

Address letters to Point Blank, 
6 West 18th Street, New York, 
NY 10011, or send e-mail to 
spinonline@aol.mm. Please 
mark e-mail "Attn: Point Blank." 
For all correspondence, include 
your full name, address, and phone 
number for verification. Letters may 
be edited for length and clarity. 



SPINONLINE 

Live conference 
guests: Lisa Loeb an 

More on this summer's Lollapalooza. Now available in the SPIN 
archives are tour journals from Thurston Moore, Beck, Mike Watt. 
Lee Ranaldo, the Poster Children, and David Yow. You'll also find 
William T. Vollmann's reportage, and Not My Fault, the collected works 
of the late SPIN columnist Michael O Donoghue. 

Go to the multimedia laboratory for transcripts of recent online 
conferences with Pavement, Guided by Voices, and director Hal Hartley. 

AOL subscribers go keyword: SPIN 
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Get Your Kicks 

Takraw, the world's fastest 
foot-sport, invades the U.S. 

IN THAILAND 700 years ago, if one had the misfortune of 
being convicted of a serious crime, there was a good 
chance the punishment would involve being caged in a 
giant wicker ball and kicked by a troop of elephants 
through the streets. It's hard to believe that hundreds of 
years later, this draconian custom has grown into the 
astonishing foot-sport known as sepak takraw. Played in a 
circle for fun, or with a net for competition, the goal of 
sepak takraw (Malaysian for "kick" and Thai for "woven 
ball") is simple enough: Keep a small ball in the air without 
using your hands. Yet a good game of takraw shows what 
extremes the human body is capable of. The players leap, 
spin, and somersault like crickets on a hot plate, head- 
butting and kicking a hollow, woven-plastic ball called a 
buka ("open ball") over a net at lightning-fast speeds. It's 
as acrobatically dizzying to watch as a Jackie Chan film. 

Takraw was first introduced to the U.S. in the '80s by 
Thai immigrants who settled on the West Coast, and it 
wasn't long before foot-bagging Californians were bitten 
by the takraw bug. "It's the ultimate challenge in foot- 
sports," says Los Angeles's Kurt Sonderegger, the 29-year- 
old founder of the U.S.A. Takraw Association, "and it's 
pretty darn addictive." Perhaps the game's biggest draws 
are "sun-backing" and "roll-spiking," also known as flying 
foot spikes. "You see somebody spring up in the air, 
somersault, and, while floating upside down, slam a ball 
over a net," says Kevin Miller, a star player on the U.S. 
Takraw Team, "and you want to try it yourself." 

And Americans are trying it. California, which hosted 
the annual U.S. National Championships this fall in Santa 
Monica, is still the sport's hotbed, but participation is 
growing quickly in places as far-flung as Minnesota and 
Georgia. With its ready supply of tall, quick-footed 
athletes, the U.S. could someday field a first-class takraw 
team. Maybe then we'd finally give up those World 
Cup-soccer pipe dreams. chris iovenko 
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current MTV Buzz-Bin fave "Can't Wait One Minute 



More." The reaction from the pierced, tattooed skinhead singer who shares his name 
with the band, when told people left the shows raving? "Wow," Civ smiles. "That's 

really nice of people to say." 
Such modesty may be due to the fact that the members of Civ have been around the 

mosh pit before. Sam Siegler, Arthur Smilios, and Civ, whose full name is Anthony 
Civocelli, are formerly of legendary straight edge fiercelings Gorilla Biscuits, while 
Charlie Gurriga played guitar in punk contenders Outface and Quicksand. After a two- 
and-a-half-year hiatus during which Civ retired to Long Island to open a tattoo parlor, 
the four joined forces, got signed to a major label before they played a single gig, and 
recorded Set Your Goals. 

The album's not your typical stompfest. The brain-dashing "Do Something" and 
"United Kids" are hardcore so pure you can feel the jackboot prints in your face, but the 
band also takes some stylistic side trips: The title track is bouncy, nutty boy fun, and 
the tambourine-led "Don't Got To Prove It" is the closest Western civilization will ever 
come to acoustic hardcore. While "it's fun to do a nice little kind of dancey thing," 
Civ explains, "basically, we're still rooted in hardcore." 

Deeply. Civ himself has been straight edge for more than ten years ("I got my drinking 
and drugs out of the way by the time I hit 16"), and the positive lyrics on Set Your 
Goals— advice to make the most of your life and to keep your beliefs sincere— reflect that. 
"I think we have a responsibility as musicians," Civ says earnestly. "People do listen to what 
you say, and anybody who doesn't take advantage of that in a positive way is a total idiot" 

The band may sound like chewy fun on the outside, but for the members of Civ, 
there's a crunchy mission inside. "This is a chance to play music that no one is really 
playing anymore," Civ says. "We did it so that hardcore wouldn't die." 

SUZAN COLON 
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16 rooms of music, decadence and desire for those who like their pleasures wicked. 
Their atmospheres exotic. And their company erotic. 
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• Navigable 3-D environments • Acoustic jam sessions 

• Full length songs • tare remixes • Live footage 
Scrapbook photos • Official Rolling Stones' animations 
U • All new and exclusive 



You've never experienced a rock V roll CD-ROM quite like it. 
But then, there's never been a band like The Rolling Stones. 
The Rolling Stones' Voodoo Lounge CD-ROM. 
Available this Fall. Windows™ and Macintosh® on the same CD. Windows '95 compatible. 
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IN A FRIG GIN' MALL. 




A SERVICE OF TELEBASf SYSTEMS. INC. 



Let'S face it, malls stink And they never 
have what you're looking for anyway, espe- 
cially when it comes to music. So 
why not stay home and 
check out Music Boulevard" 
on the Internet's World 
Wide Web. It's a free 
multimedia music play- 
ground where you can hear sound samples. 
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BOULEVARD 




view cover art and photos, and read bios. 

Interviews, and reviews. Plus catch 
up-to-the-minute music news 
from Music Wire'? To 
order CDs and tapes, all 
you have to do is point 
and click. It's that simple. 
So "Just say no" to another 
bad mall experience. Stop by and check out 
Music Boulevard today. For more information, 
call us at 1.800.216.6000. 




THE WORLD'S BIGGEST, FASTEST, AND BEST ONLINE MUSIC STORE 
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Art Rock 

Cleveland artist Derek 
Hess is an old-world 
throwback in rock poster 
art's brave new world. 
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"I REMEMBER WATCHING the news once and I heard that guerrillas were attacking our troops in Vieuiam," 
recalls the 30-year-old rock poster artist Derek Hess. "Like any six-year-old, 1 thought they were referring 
to giant monkeys. So I asked my parents: Why were we in the jungle if huge apes were attacking us?" 

For Hess and other kids of his generation, it seemed like a perfectly logical question. After all. the reality 
on the six o'clock news was constantly appropriated by everything else on TV: cartoons, sitcoms, even Siiul 
Train. So it's no wonder that in his remarkable poster art for bands like the Jesus Lizard. Rancid, and 
Unsane, Hess — who invokes Scooby Doo with the same reverence he accords to fifteenth-century 
proto-surrealist Hieronymus Bosch — joyously recrafts images culled 
from his generation's collective unconscious. 

In Hess's universe, the happy occasion of a Sebadoh show is heralded 
by the appearance of paunchy "Captain Sebadoh," emitting a serious 
force field via a pair of patented Elvis-in-Hawaii finger gestures. 
When Detroit's Mule played Cleveland recently, Hess outfitted a 
badass donkey with a bricolage of B-boy significrs — a 40 dog, baggy 
jeans exposing cotton briefs, and a cowbell in lieu of a gold chain. 

Unlike Frank Kozik. whose celebrated rock'n'roll poster art typically 
references stylized icons from animation and advertising, the Cleveland 
native Hess is an unabashed classicist when it comes to rendering the 
human (and the occasional donkey) form. He deplores what he sees as 
the prevalence of "gimmickry" in much contemporary art. and — 
sounding rather like the Cleveland Institute of Art student he once was — 
claims he simply wants "to draw the human figure as well as I can." 

Hess's painstakingly crafted silkscreens have become so popular 
that he's almost quit his steady day job: booking acts for Cleveland's 
alternative music club, the Euclid Tavern. Says Hess: "My agent is 
like. 'Why are you still booking bands? You need to be drawing.' But 
I don't just want to mass-produce these things for any band that 
comes along. I have the relative luxury right now of being able to pick 
and choose the bands 1 love. I know that sounds like Henry Rollins, 
but I really believe that." jeff turrentine 
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onic Youth to Pavement have 
turned Easley Recording into the new lo-fi capital. 



IT'S DARK BUT not dank; comfy but 
not lavish. It's filled with recording 
gear and absorbs funk from its 
neighbors on a dead-end street 
in Memphis: a one-room church 
and a ramshackle house with a 
steady hoops game. But what 
distinguishes the otherwise modest 
Easley Recording studio is a client 
list that reads like an alternarock 
hip chart: Sonic Youth, Guided by 
Voices, Pavement, the Jon Spencer 
Blues Explosion, and hometown 
heroes like Alex Chilton and the 
Grifters have all spent time in front 
of Easley's boards. "I think a lot of 
these so-called lo-fi bands come to 
us because we don't have a 
reputation for stamping out a 
certain sound," says Doug Easley, 
who runs the studio with partner 
Davis McCain. "We honor drastic 
requests that some engineers 
might not allow." 

Some of the more radical turns 
include Kim Deal pumping pristine- 
sounding tracks through a stomp 
box and a four-track, and the 
Grifters concocting major distortion 



by running drums through one of 
the studio's funky jamboxes. "Our 
backgrounds are as musicians and 
live sound mixers," explains Davis. 
"So we sympathize with bands trying 
to push all kinds of boundaries." 

Easley Recording began in a 
shack on a Mississippi River 
tributary in 1978, and soon moved 
to a shed in Doug's backyard. 
The current facility, housed in 
Memphis's first structure built 
specifically for recording, is a 
treasure chest of vintage equipment. 
"Lots of bands have used digital 
echo before, but they've never seen 
real live echo chambers before," 
says Doug. "We have two vintage 
chambers large enough to walk 
around in." 

Success hasn't changed Easley 
Recording much. They remain a 
rental facility, but Doug and Davis 
are finding their own talents as a 
production team more in demand. 
"We've always been content 
dabbling in the unpopular," says 
McCain. Adds Easley: "Persistently 
unpopular." robert cordon 
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, Wake Up! 
(Creation/ Columbia) Previously 
known as purveyors of mumbled, 
psychedelic dirges, The Boo 
Radleys unexpectedly reveal 
themselves to be a Great Pop 
Group. In fact, they reveal 
themselves to be several Great 
Pop Groups. On the horn-drenched "Wake Up Bool" they're 
capable of forging a foot-stomper as exuberant as Haircut 
100's "Fantastic Day." On "Reaching Out From Here," they're 
plaintive and Beatlesque. And with the epic "Martin, Doom! 
It's Seven O'clock," they serve up something that wouldn't 
have been out of place on Pet Sounds. About "Charles 
Bukowski Is Dead"— well, every classic album contains 
one dud. (Bernstein) 

,...To 

the Last Dead Cowboy (Blood- 
shot, 912 W. Addison, Chicago, 
IL 60613) Any true Mekons fan 
will recognize Jon Langford's 
bloke buster and speed-twang 
guitar-runs poking out of this 
Chicago pre-fab country outfit- 
plus pub-land's steeliest drum- 
mer, Steve Goulding, back covering Langford's ass. This 
isn't the song-laden, energetic one-off the Killer Shrews was 
for Jonboy, but at its best, ... To the Last Dead Cowboy is 
much like Bloodshot's fine previous "insurgent country" 
compilations: redneck roots for rootsy old reds. (Weisbard) 

, Yeah, Me Too 
(AmRep, 2645 First Avenue 
South, Minneapolis, MN 55408). 
Ah, those halcyon late 70s: 
that glorious window between 
the Pill and AIDS, between punk 
rock and new wave. When sex 
and music were fast, loud, and 
all about fun. The Gaunt lads 
were in grade school then, but those roiling waters in 
Columbus, Ohio, the fuel for the likes of the New Bomb Turks 
and Thomas Jefferson Slave Apartments, have churned this 
'90s foursome into a power-pop cross between the 
Ramones and the Damned. Sex may no longer be carefree, 
but you can still pogo your brains out. (Goldfinch) 

, All In 

the Mind (Big Beat Records, 14 
East 69th Street, New York, NY 

10022) Forget techno, forget rave, the bucketheads 
All in the Mind is a refreshing 
break from the recent wave of 
overdubbed, high-speed sound 
effects. Masterminded by New 
York's infamous mixer/producer Kenny "Dope" Gonzalez, 
each song is a combo of 70s Chicago-style horns and funk 
with '90s tribal-style beats and bass lines. Though the single 
alone ("The Bomb") will leave you chanting the catchy line 
"These sounds fall into my mind," the other tracks provide 
the perfect background for any toe-tappin', fist-pumpin', 
hip-swayin' groove collective. (Fitzpatrick) 
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AND THE MUSIC DOESN'T SKIP A BEAT. 



Go 'head and hit that pothole. Panasonic introduces 
a Portable CD Player with a 10-second Anti-Shock 
Memory (SL-S491C). Now you can hit a bump and 
your music won't jump. The new Panasonic 
Portable CD Player is very easy to use. 



PLATINUM 




It plugs right into your car stereo and comes with its 
own car power and cassette adapters The buttons 
even light up. And when you're not driving, just put 
on the included headphones. The new Panasonic 
Portable Compact Disc Player. Skip the skips. 

Proud Sponsor ol the USA PcHldSOtllC 

1996 U.S. Olympic Tram OQO . r m u jT. 

^ v just slightly ahead of our time. - 
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IN DAY AUG. 6 3-.00 I 

CKETS AT STUDENT UN 





Elvis U ■ They came. They 

saw. They deconstructed. At the 
International Conference for 
Elvis Presley, the King finally 
jumped to the head of the class. 

NOW THAT HIP-HOP and All My Children are suitable 
subjects lor academic scrutiny, it's about time that F.lvis. the 
original white-trash hepcat, finally made the grade. In 
August, the University of Mississippi in Oxford held the 
first annual International Conference on Elvis Presley. 
Drawing tweed-jacketed professors, ardent fans, and 
costumed imitators from around the world, the conference 
sought to cut through the kitsch and stereotypes and give the 
King the kind of scholarly reverence usually reserved for 
Oxford's own favorite son. William Faulkner. 

True enough, some of the panel discussions had the musty- 
academic aura of irrelevance. For those longing to 
deconstruct, there were "Elvis as Southerner." "Elvis as Sign 
System." and "Southern Self-Taught Art as Storytelling." 
Thankfully, these were offset by more heartfelt testimonials, 
like the funky eloquence of the Reverend Howard Finsler. A 
folk artist from Georgia know n for his album cover art for 
Talking Heads and R.E.M.. Finstcr preached his "Sermon on 
Elvis," in which he compared Elvis with the other King: 
"There's people who condemn him and people who support 
him. It's the same way with Jesus." Another speaker, civil 
rights activist and author Will D. Campbell (think of Robert 
Duvall as an earnest man of letters), described Elvis as a 
poor, rural Southern boy from working-class parents who 
was a member of "the last remaining minority to be made 
fun of: rednecks." 

This kind of historical commentary might have been too 
heavy-handed for people like Ernst Jorgensen, who. noting 
the prevalence of parade music in his native Denmark after 
World War II. said he attended the conference because he's 
eternally grateful to Elvis for saving his country from "00m- 
pah bands." But in the end, conference organizer Vernon 
Chadwick delivered a more utilitarian message: "The more 
we know about Elvis," he said, "the more we bring ourselves 
together, as a globe, a village, and as a family." One world, 
one Elvis; coming soon to a course catalogue near you. 




Mark Hussman, the "Apprentice Elvis" 
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BEATLES • MlH A LITTLE HHP 
FROM MY FRIENDS Mttrffte 
leading of the Qrtutea pop album ot 
an time. Sgi Peppet, By the dm wno 

$22.95 0-316-54783-2 
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ts at volume discount! 

;g to scream aboui 



YOf IKE Of HER 
t* rajl ifitoyajni oi 



$29.95 
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BOWIE DAVID • ' 

»lo knowaboul The Oaw' a! glarr 
3eg.nf.igs to mo*rn day. Sofcmr 
$14.95 



HER STORY The Cinderella 
story II* Success 0*1* girt fcom Long island trial 
made t big in the ba and mamtxl me prince el record 
i-i:mi*7|fpnHidrtiB«eil. Sofeamr 

0-312-13121-6 



CLAPTON ERIC • CLAPTON' h -depth btogflpfty fll 
nxftBe*owdflu*tlsL Fjcspts from rw *ary, 
ili-icograpf> and iiT photos Sotecwr 
$12.99 



CLAPTON ERIC - 

SlOW ■ Cf.nitw -o ot <wv time I>o»viurtl 
stepped into i iKOfdtng slutfa Dtsecflfaptiy. memo 

0- 



CUttt * BEFORE 4 AFTffl OnvofftebatffMo 
aaumentorw ever Tne Clash on lout and behind the 
soma bafkn shots' Soflawer 

$14.95 0-85965-167-3 



BY ROLLING STONE EWTQRS 
* ■ J the articles nai havs soeawt f me 
pages at Roiling Stone about the visionary 
rock con Hardcover 

$24.95 0-316 88034 5 



NEVER FADE AWAY 
The story oi ir« Havana leaders shcrt 
lite and iragrc suicide HBiijeto 
time ano inaoliiry to cope wilh suc- 
cess wen ttotumenled 
Sofirxw 
$4.99 

0-312-95463-8 



COSTEUO ELVIS • 1 

A Mat tension ot the songs from one ot tnt 

ot tne nxk ea Sohccw 

0-312-04309-0 




DEPtCHE MODE ■ 



$13.95 



• COMPLETE LYRjCS Complete yes to all 
lhe# songs, indud^ st/rw trot wme only pertormid 
live ajso includes i discussion ** proai:*- Pav 
Rwncrii'd Sofemn 
$16.95 



• M00N1 IGHT DRIVE 
THE STORES BEhflNO EVERY 
ODORS SONG An in-depth eitnv 
ratal o> each album m chronotogi 
ul stqjence that explores the ce- 
«r,e urnfejJ Ircm MM each song 
emerged Soflcowr 

$19.95 1.896894-21-3 



• LYRICS mm Every 
•o»0 hv wm lecorded. oRcially and 
jnolfloaflyi4>HI 1995 bKludes tyres thjl 
appeared on Biograph 
Hardoow 

$32.50 0-394 34278-9 




I • SiSOE THE EXPERIENCE The 
days of the f xpewee *> :cen Ihru the eyes otll 
diumme/ Mitchell gives an -riyde account ct the band 
th* set the rack world m Is M. Sotcover 
$14.95 0-312-101 



I • EUCTfttC GYPSY Theteaoiogra- 
phy yet about t* -ogendary guiana The rtsaaichand 1 
jet* in Irtish:/.. : ;>ovm V:,.-^ 

$19.96 0-31M3062-7 



-ttNORIX JIMI - 

HENORIX The newest hography aboul the leg- 
acy gu4anst Hendriis fcancee Daroerwi has 
•f'ltefl a mcvng Ir-bute w im\ I* with rare pho- 
tos, MUn, poetry and hei own attcdji artwork 



ELECTRIC GUITARS A BASSES • ■'• M! - Iv'- II 

iC HISTORY The h*ory and ewJution oi ma most 
importanl mstn/nenl in tne muse of the 20th century. 
HariiCOrt' 

$39.95 0-87 930-328- X 



NIRVANA 
PEARL JAM 
PINK FLOYD 
PRESLEY, ELVIS 
PRINCE 
QUEEN 
REM 

ROLLING STONES 
SMASHING PUMPKINS 
STONE TEMPLE PILOTS 
U2 
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These CD sized 
backs are 180 pages, full 
color biographies on your 
favorite artists filled with 
photos, discographies, 
chronologies of events and 
morel #■ 



JL-T 




ANAR- 
CHY SEX PISTOLS PUNK ROt< AND 
BEYOND Adetort^haMytdrnepur* 
mmmi IbHrJ cm the impact ot the 
arrival at The Sea Pistols ana its jttwmaili, 
SjIiuv 

$16.95 0-312-08774 8 



RY • PERRY FAflflELL THE 

SAGA Of A KY PESTER FaiW, pertrjrmei 
and hypester eaaordirwe. levws h.s trmn 
to veteran muse wney Dm Thcmpson. in 
this lirst and only loot at FanoiTs lite and 
solar SoRtow 

$12 95 0-312-1; 



FROM THE VELVETS TO THE 

PRE PUNK HISTORY FOR A POST-PUNK WORLD 
A who 5 wm oi tne ordinal New York punk scene 
$14.00 0-14-01 

GARCIA JERRY • CAPTAJN TRIPS Untune 
Jerry Ganaas cooperaJion, Mk) is r* first m-depth 
bicgrarAot meGfahituirjeadtcwW Sottcortr 
$13.95 1-56025-09 



GENESIS • A BIOGRAPHY The cWirVlive 
Genesis long musical journey iiom tneo public 
tegirriinrjstotheirvaneflsctocirwsrj Sofloww 
$19.99 B-283-06175-9 



9 CKJLO IN TIME 
The story ot the singe trom Deep 
Purple From me blrtn ot 'Smoke an 
hib Y*to* io tr<e bands 25th annntrsary 
•nt993 SoRccver 



I k 'W ,-, ■ : .r;;.„ if.'l/ 

the k«s who dress in black, ffwir bands, 
tiw HrM art] more Sottcw 

$19.99 7-4115-79636 



0 • FAMILY ALBUM 

Sbirtopl iiiiwi (Iihiiiiiji. iiiLimwj » 

band quaes complied tor ttvs revaating km 
Americas moat engaahc group SotKove 
$16.95 0-446-39169-0 





$34.99 0-7475-2314-2 

a T • ICE OPIWON Thticenwsvvmon 
everytt-ang Irom 'ap mus< lo taosm and 
more Scrtlcovtt 

$17.96 B312-10486-3 



mousTRiAL Rnoumn 



$17.99 0-96361-93-0-1 

JOMR aiM • THE DEHNITTVE BIOGRAPHY 
Norman s rttwahng chronicle ot Ettoni We trrjm ha 
hunOle tx*j<.wxf«p i 0 TitgayafcWn with all me peaks I 
ano valleys m between SoRoover 

$13.00 0471-79729-8 



JAJHS^PEARL M G^SfSSlONSANO 
PASSIONS Of JANtS JOPUN JopliMwiCB captured I 
the soul of a gerwation and they rewed m it Trusts r 
her story irom her eariy nte m lews to the Cwj une ot 
RfJVJBMpBI Srffcow 
$10.99 



• TOUCHING FROM A DISTANCE 
tan Curtis w. ■.)(.* s amwri ut hu i-tr and it* everts 
fat lead to fw tragic dem,se Revealing and osem* 
Sotlcover 

$11.90 0-S7M 74454J 

UBlaTfHJI • HAMMER Of THE GODS 
llRRMMl RMarcfiBtf rcji-wil :>t m rji up if* 
detmed the terrr, heavy metal this is one of the best 



books about Bern Softovm 
$6.99 



0-345- 3351 6-3 



ON TOUR WITH Oironcte ot the 
many touts thai Vie behemoth band uT>*rtoc* miough 
arfoes. fi rst rand accounts and irnerwews with band 
ramtm Hvdcthwr 

1J57K-315-; 



■ • DHiniim soGiwmr The 
tnok tnal tells lemons stoy honesty and »rt> 
cttpafeHe hom birm id his tnoc essassaa- 

ma 



■ •SWFET IMAMS W 
MAUOrmtS The pop dUIUe toil 
hot ytwBi lo hH ion mm One Stewart 

S13.B M12-09740-9 

uDaa jokji • RonnmHSHW 

BUCKS-NO DOCS Lfllons aomunt 
ot l<le «* The Sex Pistols and the era 
sunuuftung d MasJertully wrlefi 
and bn/altv hones LydorseBlte 
stngn Saharo 
n<.oo HIMIMO-X 



»»tl«YCIOIWIWWIOWIC» » 
caffepy & candid wterenoe ouitMAMtevyaAssldol 
IheUatialGillSMF fssert* loi>wntnandlc4. 
tOMrcabfce Sonccw 

J15.B |.nM17B4 



I • I WOE UWMtt KVM»0OK 
A scalhinQ look al the hype princess Gtw and pjohc 
persona II sou re looking lor a Heel with her this 
makes a ore* read Scelcowr 

$n.B MT8nmi-2 

MARLEV MM . CATCH A fW£:LIH Cf BOB MAR- 
UY Whae n»sclriofca8irljrart.t^i)r»i]lrhe 
oejJDkiqraphesdmetr.jpaeaeilY Lwi . ol 
the music 3ro ii!t llal wai aiteced by 1M great man a 

SWIM mrsiMi H/.. - .i 

S1395 O-KHO-lia^ 



MCCARTMEI PAUL • 

Of PAW. MCCAJTTNFY An aUTarWia loot al M 
than and his lee. delnvrad ewn handedry and uro- 
asad Tha b oo t raaaal l lwrnan. rale puMic per- 
sora Sohcoier 

tarn 



I • FRAYf D ENDS Of METAL ThesUy 
at lot Ivad M eHBgri tie term speed rneu arid 
ttlonrnarretrearn Sratane 

M^ostaso 



MfHLUW . . 

■BMMMHRM|0'Ok cos* 
moui* meat band -n re 90s and 
•MtrMhiMlMll (Mfclttl 
$15.99 0- 



IU A BEllEV- 
LfEOf MOWEES, 
,4MADf*-;SS Dotlf« 
I about wf* < was l*» 
r the r*frrafe tour and 
mute SoRcovw 
$8.95 

1-S62S2-647 9 



in rrirwn ■ | • 'RSI 20 YEWS Of 
MONTY PYIHON WdooWuI Jtckw* o* the mem 
Dps rf ha iwi aa*--g comedy irocpe Complete 
wrh phufes, infcrvw*s, di&ccoraor> ana Mwogja- 
phy Satan* 
$14.95 



■•MB yw. 

wKTiNesvaz 

M-JraWrsft images ixw 

«rtu) teetmo as Ofwy 
UrxTisanauldhMproouoati 
- ■ Soft M 

$9 00 0-679-73482-7 
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i • vvtiotB- 

NESS LOST WRITINGS VOL 
I The las urnlings ol ■ 
ooef whos fmiiierce mil be 
t» ft popular ojfftite tor 
rjerwatlons to come 



SOfeOMI 
$10.00 



MORRL'iSCY • PIEPHQUSM ix**t 
pfetDgidtOK J splay ot r'-e al trial Mnrbrjt] 
, chose ami conbrvues to cf»c« tor its album 
LiMstnglccows. * wo a ptdomi dooogra- 
kin, wcr »jote and tads. Sofcowf 
$26.99 



LOVE FOB MUSIC, HON- 
■ EST.ffTHMTF 

ACOUSTIC, ORGAMC 

pure. onecT uve Tha 

carnptefieniivt msuai history 
cows entry WafffJ lo 
datti 

or 




USIRESS • 

[ ANOSEU OOENSE Ail you need to Itrcw 
1 Id break into The pii , {mm record Gimpa- 
I mas nubtstarv praJudior: and more 

$13.00 0-517-57524 8 

CIS STEVtf ■ ROCKS MYSTICAL LADY 

1 The sp**ia*tsm and myjrxBm $ the iaoys :iit 

and rusit a mprored m *Jirs book Sotawer 
$14.05 0-9642808-1 -7 



NIRVANA' : V! 

jkvy e* r* toys i-offi Sean* fiom their early years 
to the aear. r> leads KunCooaia Soflcow 
$16.95 



IN UTEWTW PACHY- 
DERM SESSIONS A pho» *»m»riQry 
of Nirvana in the- record^ process Rat 
shots ot if* band my Wi D» nrtyhfrri 
M sraued iVr toe* wSmfwC success 
aasacheved Soflaw 

$10.09 1873884 192 



NIRVANA • 

IWtWW AcrTaiicieoftnenKcfgrtaige 
reck from it's punk roots Id US wiith to the term 
ofNtrwa. Soflcowr 

$12.95 0-512 09376^ 





The lifsi in depth biograDfr)' o< ihe Seattle pfwnome- 
non and ft nasom behind ( pw has taken tr» pop 
wa by storm. Sofcoier 

$19.99 0-283-06707-X 



PET SMQP OOYS • 

ftveaimg chroftcie ot tha Pet Shop Boys 
amMicus tout * support cr> thrv Behavior 
■tun SoRcdw 

$22.99 0-14-02421 

« F10Y0 • jAUCESFULOf 




■» «■ 107O-tl7i«ANETEWITNESS 

RECORD Of 'HE PUNK DECADE GmKW 
>TtefiQera mugr, to cftomck; wy moment ot 
tw puw revalJtwi o* *te TPS His inyrgffc and 
aartm to rkM g™* trie rsadm a me twl ot 
^itihetinwsw all aooJ Includes a CO ot 
tie. ■tlFYiewi Sotkortr 

0-31211046-0 



. _ RBI »AS IT BEGAN Tha ereferneni and 
\\ grandeur trm s Queen 5 (Mailed in ttii; 
" ■Kndertj' b»ognpriy hom ihen sttrt to fie 

Of* olFradllkt Mercury Soflcow 
$12.95 0-7068 80C3-1 



EBI A I • THE BRIAN MAY STORY FrranrJsanrJ 
coflawpiraji rtiattjii m Hal ofklp Ttmy m rtr N't 
aant Queen guitarais lite m the oand and iota carer 
Soflirowa 
$17.99 



-J • HEY HO* « AMFJOCAN WND 
One ot the tea bograpfliss o'the ounk band that 
"jrfjuQht it atl M home mcludes imwvtews 
and many ran? photos Sorted -fr 

S14.95 0-3120S369-1 



LYfitCS THE WORDS TO RAPS 
GREATEST HITS f nady, Iha tyno 
to In most KTiportant raps o< 
allimso^rianlftkssa 
' wrd Wwf Etianbafi SoUom* 

$15.95 0-14 014788-6 

RED HOT CHIU PfPPERS .. 

Thompsons book is now available aomes*i- 
1 and lei ■ tie slcrf f ci* trie Irailblajirtrj 
tunktanrjs Sotcover 

$13.95 0-312-09902-9 



REM • 



PRESLEY ELVIS ■ 



OFTW 

fwoughthe 



0-8212-2065-9 



KILLING STONE HliS All tht artctts 
mm n riles en Roii ng Stone written about the 

$12.96 0-7060-0064-6 

ROCKY HORROR PICTURE SNOW BOOK 

?Jin anni/ervry ol %: ■atMrjg wA rMl 
mg film M irYauenced 2 pwwabcm Behind 
the scenes ot m* Mm maturaj and MlMM 
r/r* aiVsireairwf Softer/.^ 
$17.95 




■Y • IjET IN THE VAN 3N THE ROAD 
I W/SlACKflAG Rotum HDgeder V tirprwrM 
OtiorHcis of Hie on the road «*i Mrs rand 
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Frank Milter, the creator of Dark 
Knight, reinvents the superhero 
comic with The Big Guy 
and Rusty the Boy Robot. 

AFTER YOU revolutionize superhero 
comics, as Frank Miller did in the '80s with 
his Daredevil run and his transformation of 
Batman into the bedeviled Dark Knight, 
what do you do for an encore? In Miller's 
case, you script a couple of RoboCop films, 
watch Batman become a Hollywood money 
machine, and continue to write and draw 
comics that pester the form's limits. 

The Big Guy and Rusty the Boy Robot 
(Dark Horse) stars an ultra-patriotic Ameri- 
can robot hero, who, along with his cyber 
sidekick-wannabe, Rusty, is bent on making 
the world safe for "every baby who's ever 
gonna cut a tooth and every kid who's ever 
gonna study hard and get a good Job." It's 
Miller's second collaboration with artist Geof 
Darrow, to whom Miller was introduced by 
French comics legend Moebius. "In Hard 
Boiled [their first project together]," Miller 
says, "we pushed ultraviolence into parody. 
With Big Guy, we wanted to make an action- 
oriented kids comic for older readers who 
remember the fun comics of the '60s." 

Man enough to admit he still loves 
superhero comics, Miller, 38, complains, 
"Ever since Dark Knight, everybody does 
superheroes who are always feeling sorry 
for themselves, always in pain, and it's 
gotten damn silly." Miller parodies this 
cliche with Rusty, who, after failing to 
defeat an evil monster himself, complains 
"I'm just a joke! Just a dumb little toy! I'm 
just no darn good! (sob)" 

The battle royal that spans the first two 
issues celebrates the testosterone-driven 
Stan Lee-Jack Kirby collaborations of 
Marvel's glory years. "Their comics were 
unpretentious, enthusiastic, and very much 
artist-driven," says Miller. "Kirby's art 
was endlessly masculine and explosive. It 
was as though Kirby were the id and Stan 
the superego." 

The Big Guy contains much the same 
tension, with Miller scripting scenes that 
wittily soften Darrow's more violent imagery 
"There's a moment in the second issue 
where the Big Guy picks up a building and 
drops it on a bunch of monsters. Geof 
drew the Big Guy murdering all of 
the monsters, but I scripted it so 
that none of them died. When Geof 
found out, well, the exact quote is: 
'You bastard.' " richaro gehr 
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Pretty in Punk 

DIY franchise Ani DiFranco 
sets off her own folk implosion. 

IT'S A CHILLY autumn night in New York City's Lower — way, 

way lower — East Side, home to "one-woman acoustic punk band" 

Ani DiFranco, and I'm here to return a chain-link dog collar she left behind 

at the photo shoot. DiFranco greets me at the door of her third-floor 

walk-up with a beguiling smile and a stem Stoli-and-cranberry. 

"Thanks," she gushes, taking the collar and looping it 

around her provocatively bare midriff, instantly 

transforming it into a really cool belt. "I wear it just 

to set off the security alarms in airports. The strip 

search, the anal probe — I live for it," she deadpans. 

DiFranco likes to make a scene; she's been at it 
since the age of nine, when she'd stun crowds 
of barflies with her Beatles covers. After spending 
much of her adolescence pounding out tunes in 
local Buffalo dives, DiFranco put out her 
first album on her own label at the tender age 
of 19. Since then. Righteous Babe Records 
has sold over 1 75,000 CDs — no thanks to 
MTV, radio airplay, or major distribution. 

DiFranco's now all of 25, and her 
seventh and latest release. Not a Pretty 
Girl, has solidified her heroine status among 
female fans and critics alike. It offers her 
typically frank, soul-bearing approach to 
topics like abortion, bisexual impulses, and — 
as the title suggests — body-image baggage. "I 
always get asked questions about, well, not being 
a pretty girl," says DiFranco, who, in person, is 
actually sexy as hell. "I've become the spokeswoman 
for ugliness everywhere — and it's been so harsh." 

In a perfect world, DiFranco would be a 
spokeswoman for DIY chutzpah. It's her kick-ass live 
hoedown, complete with stage dives, that has 
propelled the constantly touring DiFranco's record 
sales. Punk meets folk, you're thinking, now 
there's an interesting concept. But hey, it 
works. "People expect my kind of in-your- 
face approach from a punk," DiFranco 
says, "not from some chick with an 
acoustic guitar. I prefer the power that 
comes from walking on stage with a 
little piece of wood and really trying to 
communicate with people. For me, that's 
more punk rock than just making a lot 
of noise." james Patrick Herman 
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Alpine CD changers 
fit like a glove. 






Alpine CD Shuttles are small enough to 
fit in your glove box, your console or 
under your seat. And they now come with 
even smaller prices during our factory 
authorized "Performance on Sale" event. 



But it's more than size and 
convenience that makes our 
CD Shuttles the best selling 
Alpine changers ever These 
Shuttles are also the worlds 



more spacious sound 
thanks to another 
Alpine innovation: 
A regulated 1-bitDAC 

Smce the CD only partially extracts during playback, 

disc change tme s faster and less space a reqared Wf ^ separate power 




PERFORMANCE ON SALE 



Only the Alpine 6-disc 
format allows such a 
conveniently-sized changer. 
And with additional 6-disc 
magazines available, your CD 
performance is virtually unlimited 




fastest, with split 
second changing 
from disc to disc thanks to our new linear 
position sensor and slide cam that 
replaces half the gears. (Fewer parts, 
fewer problems.) 

Alpine Shuttles provide 
cleaner signals, firmer bass and 



supplies for both analog and digital sections. 

Size. Convenience. Speed. Durability. 
Great Alpine sound. There's only one 
way this could get better: A sale But 
for a limited time only. 

So call the toll-free number below. Now. 
We'll give you the location of the authorized 
Alpine specialist dealers nearest you. 



v^^lLPINE. 

800-ALPINE-1 

O 1 995 Alpine Electronics of America. Irx 
O 1995 Alpme Electronic! of Canada, Inc. 
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Insane in the 
Mainframe 

The wired world of cult 
cartoon RcBoot. 

UNLESS YOU WAKE up at a 
ridiculous hour, you probably 
haven't caught the world-class 
digital-animation extravaganza 
ReBooi. This cyber-savvy. 
decidedly adult cartoon is a prime- 
time hit in Canada, but here in the 
U.S. it's buried in the McGhetto of 
ABC's Saturday morning schedule. 

Which is too bad, as ReBoot 
might be the greatest breakthrough 
in cartoon animation since 
Disney's Fantasia. In an ultra-slick, 
hypermodcrn world known as 
Mainframe. ReBoot follows the 
forces of good, championed by the 
chrome-dreadlocked hero Bob, as 
they battle evil computer viruses 
and their Darth Vader-wannabe 
leader, Megabyte. Predictably, the 



plotlines are basic kid-friendly 
fare, but it's the breathtaking 
computer animation that's the real 
draw here: Characters battle 
three-dimensional, sword-wielding 
skeletons or soar into action on 
gorgeous flying dragons. What's 
more, the show's sly computerspeak 
references (watch for billboards 
advertising Calvin Spline clothing 
on Baudway) are a bonus treat for 
the cyber crowd. 

It's no surprise then that ReBoot 
has a devout following on the 
Net: There's an active Internet 
newsgroup (alt.tv.reboot) plus 
several Web sites devoted to the 
show. But while plenty of other 
viewers over four feet tall are 
catching on. the series, now in 
its second season, seems destined 
to be forever wedged between 
breakfast-cereal commercials. 
It's reason enough to finally learn 
how to program that VCR. 

STEVE MORGENSTERN 
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Eazy Does It 

Cum on feel tha noize, 
boyeeeeez: Slade and the 
origins of hip-hop slang. 



THOUGH THE NEW breed of MCs may have dope beats, they aren't going to win < 
spelling bees. To come correct is to spell incorrect: it's number 187 of 
conventional-English rules among groups like Smif-N-Wessun and Da Youngstas, 
and hits like Dr. Ore's "Nuthin' But a G Thang " and Montell Jordan's "Somethin' 4 
Da Honeyz." So whazzup? 

These phonetically coined monikers are just the latest wrinkle in a long-standing 
African-American tradition of onomatopoeic linguistic innovation. "I think it's due to 
the desire to make some kind of significant departure from the acceptable or the norm, 
which is part of the rebellious nature of informal speech anyway," says novelist and 
poet Clarence Major, author of Juba to Jive: A Dictionary of African-American Slang. 

But rappers aren't the first pop figures to bust an etymological move. The 
granddaddies of old-school word-one-upmanship were, in fact, boot-stomping 
soccer-rockers Slade, who had a string of spelling-mangled British chart-topping hits 
in the early 70s, including "Look Wot 
You Dun," "Mama Weer All Crazee Now," 
"Skweeze Me, Pleeze Me," and the classic 
"Cum on Feel the Noize." 

"The first record we did it on was 'Coz 
I Luv You,' " remembers Noddy Holder, 
Slade's muttonchopped. top hat-wearing 
singer and guitarist. "We thought that the 
actual title of the song wasn't hard-hitting 
enough, so we decided that spelling it 
phonetically would be a harder-looking 
title in print." 

A fan of rap, Holder doesn't mind not 
being acknowledged as a founding 
phonetic forefather of the hip-hop nation. 
"I don't think anybody in rock'n'roll gets 
credit for what they've done." 

MIKE RUBIN 
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Estimated Profit 

How low can you go? When it comes to 
cashing in on Jerry's death, pretty far. 

WHEN JERRY garcia died on August 9. Deadheads turned out in 
force to mourn their fallen hero. So did the entrepreneurs. By 
that afternoon, farewell T-shirts and bumper stickers had appeared 
in Dead memorabilia stores coast to coast, and, three months 
later, the rush of opportunists shows little sign of ebbing. Here 
are a few of the more crass gems from the profiteering pile found 
at finer headshops, 7-Elevens, and art galleries everywhere. 

• A few days after Garcia's death, 92-year-old Al Hirschfeld, 

noted caricature artist for the New York Times and hardly 
a fan of the Dead, whipped off a sketch of Jerry in 
less than a day's time. "It drew itself." Hirschfeld said. "His 
character is so likable." Likable enough to sell 150 
lithographs at $750 a pop. Get yours now at the Margo 
Feiden Galleries in New York City. 

• Since late August, Flying Watermelon, a T-shirt shop in 

Woodstock, New York, has sold a Jerry Garcia death 
certificate T-shirt for $16. It's no fake: An enterprising T-shirt 
printer in California photocopied the certificate at the 
Marin County Recorder's office, printed it, and ran off hundreds 
of shirts. "They're doing pretty well," a clerk at the 
store said. "But yeah, some people find them inappropriate." 

• Jerry Lives! With the Jerry Gar-Chia pet (sold, for copyright reasons, as Uncle 

John's Head), you can keep Jerry alive and blooming on your windowsill — at 
least until the alfalfa withers away. Going for $24, Jerry's living legacy 
has been selling out at Dead stores across the country. As Jerry himself once 
sang, let your love grow. thomas goetz 
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sounoe/res 



by Julia Chaplin 



Murder, He Wrote 



Nick Cave s new album Murder 
isn '; for the faint of heart. A series of morose, turn-of-the-century 
ballads, the album's first video, "Wild Rose, "features Kylie MitlOgue 
as a freshly murdered Ophelia floating in a lake, while another planned 
short, "Death is Not the End, " will have Shane MacGowan and PJ 
Harx'ey transforming the Boh Dylan classic into a twisted spoof of USA 
for Africa's "We Are the World. " Asked to respond to the music's grim 
subject matter. Cave said: "t don 't have inclinations like that myself. " 

Sweet Relief 

Fed up with sluggish aid efforts by western 
bureaucracies, Britain's most revered rock stars 
banded together to record Help—a benefit album 
for young victims of the war in Bosnia— in less 
than 24 hours. The London Suede, Massive Attack 
& Brian Eno, Portishead, the Stone Roses and 
others all laid down tracks for the album, which 
sold 71,000 copies in its first day. "Politicians 
have less and less vision about any kind of 
future beyond the next day's opinion polls," said 
Brian Eno, Help's executive producer. "We 
can't expect anyone else to change the world for 
us, so we might as well do it ourselves." 



• British pop darlings Oasis canceled 
nearly half of its US tour dates last 
September after bassist Paul McGuigan 
developed a severe case of exhaustion. It 
seems the bassist couldn't weather the 
band's seemingly endless world tour, 
during which they've been deported from 
Holland and Sweden and banned from 
two hotel chains. After McGuigan's 
collapse, the remaining Oasis lads 
rushed off lo Manchester to audition 
temporary replacements, pausing only to 
feed the flames of their long-standing 
feud with U.K. pop rivals Blur. Noel 
Gallagher. Oasis's soft-spoken guitarist, 
told the London Observer: "I hope Blur's 
bass player and singer catch AIDS and 
die, because I fucking hate them two." 

• If Courtney Love gets her way, and 
she usually does, techno guru Moby will 
produce Hole's followup to its platinum- 
selling Live Through This. Love set her 
sights on Moby after reading an interview 
in which he described Love as looking 
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Jesus Lizard's David 
Yow at Lounge Ax 
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like "the Whore of Babylon," and said he 
wanted to play Jesus and cover her like 
Mary Magdalen. Moby, who has 
produced Brian Eno, Michael Jackson, 
and Erasure, among others, is 
understandably nervous about the 
project: "It's like that scene from Wayne's 
World where Garth and Wayne go to see 
Alice Cooper," explains Moby. "I'm not 
worthy. I'm not worthy. . ." • Lou Reed 
puts the Republican Right firmly in its 
place with "Motherfucker (Sex With 
Your Parents)," an anti-censorship ballad 
from his forthcoming album. Reed 
recently read the lyrics to a howling 
audience at New York City's CMJ Music 
Marathon. Some highlights: "I was 
getting so sick of this right wing 
Republican shit / These ugly old men 
scared of young tit and dick / So I tried to 
think of something that made me sick / 
And it was / Sex with your parents / By 
god, we have a name for people like 
that / Motherfucker!" Lou gets our vote. 

An Ax to Grind 

Lounge Ax, the Chicago nightclub that 
gave rise to such acts as Smashing 
Pumpkins and Urge Overkill, may have 
to close its doors after eight years 
because of legal red tape brought on 
by a single noise complaint. A neighbor 
brought the venue to the attention of 
the city's Liquor Commissioner, who 
then threatened to close down the club 
because of an unrelated licensing 
problem. The institution is now facing 
bankruptcy due to the cost of citations, 
legal fees, and fighting new zoning 
laws. In response, the independent 
Chicago label Touch and Go has put 
together a benefit compilation 
featuring the Jesus Lizard, Sebadoh, 
Superchunk, and other Lounge Ax 
loyalists. "Any jackass yuppie who 
feels it's necessary to complain 
about Lounge Ax to the point of having 
it moved is welcome to blow me 
'til the cows come home," said Jesus 
Lizard frontman David Yow. 
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DAVID BOWIE AND 
NINE INCH NAILS 

Great Woods 
Mansfield, MA 
September 16, 1995 

The moment to remember was the two 
headliners playing together, the end of 
the Nine Inch Nails set fusing without 
pause into the beginning of the David 
Bowie set. (Did someone fear the 
opener's departure might leave a bleed- 
ing wound in the crowd?) Downward 
Sp/rafs "Eraser" spun into "Sub- 
terraneans," off Bowie's Low, only 
here Trent Reznor took the sax part— 
what can't he play? — to usher the Thin 
White Duke onstage. With the NIN 
touring band behind him performing a 
Reznor musical remix, Bowie sang the 
lyrics to "Scary Monsters," the title 
cut on his last artistically meaningful 
album— released in 1980, as 
"post punk" and "new wave" entered 
the lexicon— while Reznor, boyhood 
fan of those genres, pumped into the 
keyboards as if stretching for his idol 
through a restraining barricade. 

Then the two traded vocals on NIN's 
"Reptile," sometimes blending in an 
unusual harmonic cross: Bowie as 
calm a crooner as his one-time 
singing partner Bing Crosby, Reznor's 
flat tone a raw blunt instrument. 
Bowie can theatrically interpret dark 
baritone portent into a Trent line like 
"She spreads herself wide open to let 
the insects in." Reznor needs such 
subtleties like Pete Sampras needs an 
overhead lob— his is a gothicism of 
power chords and digital mayhem. It's 
the difference between being a voyeur 
in the wasteland, a civilized gent 



tweaking civilization with a fetish or 
two, and building a hurricane. 

Trying to make up for zero sonic 
ferocity— never his specialty, but rock 
culture requires it these aurally avant 
days— Bowie seemed feckless. NIN's 
"Scary Monsters" reorchestration put 
the scariness back in the song, 
elongating the beginning and ramming 
home a radically excerpted conclusion. 
When Bowie's musicians performed 
his reorchestration, of Reznor's "Hurt," 
the guitars sounded flabby and the 
song became sentimental telethon 
anthemicism. "Hallo Spaceboy" 
(performed here by both bands as 
they changed over; 11 musicians, two 

superstars, and prerecorded gibberish), 
from Bowie's overcooked new album 
Outside, made me suspect Major Tom 
of a new incarnation: Absolutely 
Fabulous's Patsy, desperately 
flouncing at the contemporary. 

The remainder of the evening was 
a study in coolness, with both 
performers largely avoiding their 
signature hits. Bowie used 
unusually few stage 
shenanigans for 
him, and when not 
offering up further 
horrors from 
Outside, bravely 
reached back to 
obscurities from the 
likes of Hunky Dory 
and Heroes. NIN 
skipped "Head Like 
A Hole" and went 
with a drastically 
different version of 
"Closer" called 
"Closer to God." 
Again, a contrast. 



Bowie's act made intellectual demands: 
recognizing cuts like "Joe the Lion" 
and thinking about their legacy in 
1995. Reznor, bouncing off of a crack 
quartet capable of playing in multiple 
drum, keyboard, and guitar com- 
binations, and skilled at trumping 
backing tapes with spontaneous 
outbursts, only tasked his listeners 
physically, but the results were light 
years more inspirational. Wonderful 
noise versus outsider ambiguities: 
For rock fans, the fight isn't even 
close anymore. eric weisbard 

5ILVERCHAIR 

Slim's 

San Francisco 
September 13, 1995 

Daniel Johns, Silverchair's guitarist 
and lead singer, looked more than a 
little bemused when he sauntered 
onstage. Was it because, unlike most 
of the audience, which looked to be 
headed back to their fraternity and 
sorority houses 
to get up for 
class, this trio of 
grunge moppets 
from Down 
Under would get 
to sleep in the 
next morning? 
Silverchair's no- 
frills club show, 
devoid of the 
star posturing 
and testosterone 
most underage 
rockers can't 
help gorging on, 
dished up the 



best parts of the grunge ethos to a 
crowd that didn't quite seem to share 
those values. 

On record, Silverchair worships at 
the shrine of St. Eddie. "Israel's Son," 
the best track on its debut, swipes the 
hook from "Evenflow" and features 
an impressive facsimile of that 
mournful bellow. Not to mention that 
Mark Peilington, who directed the 
"Tomorrow" video, is best known 
for..."Jeremy." Yet onstage they were 
less reverent, an unpretentious garage 
band with a positively inspiring trust 
in the rock verities. Like good Seattle- 
ists, Silverchair limited the flashy 
effects to hair-tossing (which got me 

going; if you don't like seeing it done 
by enthusiastic teenagers, you don't 
like pop music), and slowing to a crawl 
while Johns screamed the lyrics- 
something that might have worked 
better if they hadn't resorted to the same 
trick in both of their last two songs. 

Though the music wasn't yet as 
compelling as Vedder's psychodramas, 
Silverchair's hearts were in the right 
place— they made sure to include their 
ballad about suicide and a new anti- 
militarist song. So give them time to 
grow. Besides— even if, as Johns ex- 
plained, "Tomorrow" is "about 
premature ejaculation"— you've got to 
admire a band whose oldest member 
Is 16 having enough self-control not 
to shoot its wad early in the set. They 
opened with an instrumental, nicely 
thrashed up the dull-on-record 
"FauKline," and saved "Israel's Son" 
for the encore. The whole thing sped 
by in 50 minutes, like a history lecture 
or an episode of 90210— just the right 
length for a school night. 

JESSE BERRETT 
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for his own amusement. I contemplate looking into that mound of cocaine. 

Befitting his funk, Armstrong's dressed all in black: black cashmere 
sweater, black Dickies — "I've had these pants for four years," he boasts — 
and a black-on-black pair of canvas Converse. His 57" frame, downsized 
further by a perpetual slouch, keeps him soft and approachable, cuddly 
even. A plain silver choker with a guitar pick for a pendant circles his neck. 
Currently he's a bottle blond, but you get the feeling that the tint of his hair 
could prove as fleeting as the pall over his mood. 

Fighting a cold he came down with on the bus ride from Stockholm to 
Gothenberg — "Maybe that's because 15 kids spit on you every night," 
teases his friend Ben Weasel from opening act the Riverdales — Armstrong 
fidgets with his chain, stares up at the ceiling, and plays with his saliva 
some more. His usual Cheshire grin is noticeably absent. With his wife 
Adrienne and their 10-month-old son Joey not set to join him for a couple 
of days, and with best friends and band mates Mike Dimt and Tre Cool, 
both 23, off splashing around the amusement park in a steady downpour, 
Armstrong looks lost, like those doe-eyed kids who get separated from 
their parents at the mall. 

A year or so of being probed, prodded, and paraded as punk-rock 
poster children couldn't help but leave a scar, and Insomniac, the 
gutsy follow-up to the band's breakthrough album Doofc/e, presents a 
hardened Armstrong and Green Day. It's no less bouncy than Dookie, 
but substantially bleaker, like someone dosed the Hawaiian Punch. 
Lyrics such as "The world is a sick machine / Breeding a mass of shit," 
or "Class structure waving colors / Bleeding from my throat" are not 



likely to be scribbled in the loose-leaf notebooks of ninth graders. 

"Everything's become so confusing," concedes Armstrong. "As soon as 
you get rid of problems that you had before, like financial instability, you 
inherit something completely different I donl want anyone's sympathy. I 
just want to be understood." 

Dimt and Tre finally come in out of the rain, and the band and I hop 

in a van and motor to a nearby cafe for some nourishment. Instantly, 
Armstrong springs to life, touting a favorite Bay Area fanzine called 
Cometbus, detailing the CD art for Insomniac — There's no photo of us," he 
brags, "people know what we fucking look like" — and sharing some laughs 
with his longtime buds over the previous evening's Stockholm spit-fest 

The devotion the members of Green Day show to one another reminds 
me of kittens raised in the same litter who adoringly lick each other clean. 
Green Day finish each other's dick jokes, stick up for each other's parents, 
and share the same noisy electric razor for instant misshapen buzzcuts. 
"No single member of Green Day is more important than the others," says 
Armstrong modestly, and in the time I spend getting to know them, I'm 
offered little reason to doubt his sincerity. Rock'n'roll camaraderie is 
nothing new, of course — Led Zeppelin, most famously, shared far more 
than an electric razor — but it's the Krazy Glue that's held this band together 
when other '90s pinups might have come apart at the seams. 

If s hard to believe that only 18 months ago Green Day was the opening 
act on the second half of the Lollapalooza tour. Against its better 
judgment — "We were conned into it by our management," says Dimt — the 
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band helicoptered in from Lolla to play the 
second stage at Woodstock '94, and the rest, as 
they say, is a detergent ad. Green Day quickly 
graduated from nightclubs to hockey rinks, 
keeping ticket and T-shirt prices dirt cheap 
without breaking a sweat. A free lunchtime 
concert in downtown Boston was cut short 
when roughly 40,000 more fans than anticipated 
turned up. MTV, not content with endlessly 
airing the band's three videos, endlessly aired 
an hour-long broadcast of a live show from 
Chicago. Green Day booked queer popsters 
Pansy Division as openers for its arena tour, 
and later would help place them, as well as 
other Lookout! artists Tilt and the Riverdales, on 
this fall's Angus soundtrack. Then came 
Saturday Night Live, and a headlining benefit 
concert at New York's Madison Square Garden 
where Billie Joe got naked. And, oh yeah, Billie 
Joe and Adrienne got married in July 1994 and 
had a son, Joseph Marcicano Armstrong; Tre 
and his girlfriend Lisea had a daughter, 
Ramona, and got married in the spring of 1995; 
and Mike just became engaged to Anastasia, his 
girlfriend of three years. They bought modest 



my pants down and wiggle my penis in front of 
their face, just because they heard about it on 
MTV." Of course, later that evening, Armstrong 
does precisely that, dropping trou to the delight 
of the crowd, and to the dismay of the roadie 
who's forced to hitch those pants back up. Tre, 
who once attended a clown school run by 
Woodstock '69 MC Wavy Gravy, takes a perfect 
face-first fall a la Chevy Chase immediately 
following his vocal turn on the faux-hick encore, 
"Dominated Love Slave." And Dirnt, when he's 
not wildly jerking himself to and fro, gleefully 
clomps his head into his microphone during the 
occasional lulls in the set 

Crammed around the noisy cafe table, guzzling 
caffeine or, in Armstrong's case, nursing a hot 
cup of herbal tea, things are somewhat more 
subdued, although Tre insists on paying tribute 
to his Scandinavian fans by donning a silver 
plastic Viking helmet topped with horns. At 
times, it's hard to believe that Armstrong and 
Tre are married with children, or that Dimt will 
get hitched next August. But when Armstrong 
opens his wallet and shows off a photo of 
Adrienne and a Sears portrait of Joey, fussed 



JUST CAN'T 
1 'ULL OUT THE GUN AND 
BLOW AWAY THE 
TELLY AJNYMORE," 
SQUEAKS TRJ5, " 'CAUSE 

THE BABY 
MIGHT BE SLEEPING." 



new homes, opted to fire their management and 
represent themselves, and struggled mightily to 
not lose sight of who they are and where they 

como from. 

The romantic tale of three or four lads 
growing up in the same nabe, getting chased 
out of school, feeling lost and vaguely 
dissatisfied, grabbing guitars, making a racket, 
hitting the road, toughing it out, and striking it 
big is quintessential rock lore, and quintessential^ 
English. The Beatles, Stones, Who, and Clash 
all shared a youthful boy-bonding that screamed 
"us against the world," erecting a secret 
clubhouse with its own password, initiation rites, 
and big keep out sign plastered on the door. 
Green Day, like its neighbor Rancid, is often 
accused of plundering the dialects and pop- 
tones of late-'70s Brit-punk, but what it has 
drawn from is less the sound of that period than 
its spirit — working-class loyalties and esprit de 
corps. In a time when soulless alternaclone 
bands clog the airwaves and the Internet stands 
in for community, it's easy to see why three 
nose-picking fuck-ups from Berkeley, California, 
have stolen our collective teenage heart. 

It takes a teenage heart to stir a teenage 
heart, and Green Day, especially onstage, is a 
basket case of overactive hormones. "I don't like 
to be super-serious all the time," Armstrong 
understates. "But now people expect me to pull 
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over in a black-and-white-striped bowtie, you 
realize that, hell, maybe all you need is love. "I 
may be immature, but I am responsible," says 

Armstrong, and the sparkle in his eyes when I 
catch him gazing at those snapshots snuffs any 
doubts I might have harbored. At their core, the 
members of Green Day desire nothing more 
than to build for themselves, their wives, and 
their children the kind of family they've hungered 
for all their lives. 

"I know what it's like being a kid," says 
Armstrong. "Being a kid fucking sucks. The last 
thing I want for Joey is for him to be known as 
my son. I'd rather keep the magazines and the 
fame away from him. Which will be impossible, 
but I think it's really important for him to develop 
his own identity. Let him make his own mistakes. 
I'd rather be the station wagon kind of parent, 
you know, like going to Wally World. I just want 
to be a normal dad." 

Armstrong draws a deep breath. "Being a 
parent is the hardest thing I've ever had to do in 
my whole life. I'm totally self-conscious all the 
time, making sure I don't scream in front of 
Joey, trying to keep some sort of comfortable 
atmosphere for him. I'm not used to that. I'm 
usually like 'arrrgghh!' " 

"Yeah," squeaks Tre, whose little girl, Ramona, 
just turned 1 1 months old. "You just can't pull out 
the gun and blow away the telly anymore when 
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there's something on you don't like, 'cause the baby might be sleeping." 

"I'm trying to keep up my end of the bargain," says Armstrong. "It takes 
two, you know, a mom and a dad. Adrienne's an amazing mom. Mothers 
have got the worst jobs in the whole world. And I never realized that until I 
had a kid. I don't care what you do, or what job you complain about. Try to 
be a mother. You won't last a fucking day." 

"It takes so much more than physical strength," marvels Dirnt. "It takes 
an emotional and mental strength that I don't think guys possess." 

Armstrong and Dlrnt, friends since the fifth grade, were essentially 
raised by their moms. "I'm the epitome of a latchkey kid," says Armstrong, 
the youngest of six children. "By the time my mom, who had me when she 
was 40, got around to raising me, she was like, 'You do what you want, I'm 
sick of being strict all the time.' " Armstrong's dad, an itinerant jazz 
musician, died of cancer when he was ten. Left to his own devices, Billie 
spent most of his time scratching out songs with his newfound pal, Mike — 
"At first we didn't like each other," admits Dirnt, "because we were both 
class clowns" — or hanging out at Rod's Hickory Pit in Vallejo, where 
Billie's mom slung hash. "She's been a waitress since she was, like, 16," 
says Armstrong. "She's still a damn good one, too," says Dirnt admiringly. 

The two boys grew up 15 miles north of Berkeley in Rodeo, which, 
despite its posh name, is the kind of shit town where you pick up a guitar 
hoping it could be your ticket out. Dirnt, formerly Michael Pritchard, lived in 
poverty, born to a heroin-addicted mother and adopted by a Native 
American mother and a white father. When Dirnt was seven, his adoptive 
parents divorced, and Dirnt bounced between the two until finally settling 

Armstrong: 

"THAT'S the: 
DIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN 
I S AND GRUNGE: 
WE WANTED 
TO GO FASTER." 

in with his adoptive mom and older sister. That, too, was short-lived, and 
soon Dirnt struck out on his own, working, among a handful of jobs, as a 
cook at the aforementioned Rod's Hickory Pit. 

Instead of bitching and moaning about their lack of economic 
opportunities, Armstrong and Dirnt relish their blue-collar roots, and the 
work ethic that goes with them. All three get riled up when I ask if they still 
consider themselves working class. Armstrong: "I definitely work my ass 
off." Dirnt: "We work super hard not to have to work." Tre: "We put in some 
serious fucking hours to be considered slackers." 

This scorn for "slackers" reaches a fevered pitch when the topic of 
Berkeley, California, comes up. Home to the Gilman Street Project, the 
earnest all-ages punk rock nightclub and collective that was the epicenter 
of Green Day's universe up until Dookie, Berkeley is also a university town 
densely populated with feel-good activists and trust-fund Deadheads. 

"I fucking hate college students, to tell you the truth," spits Armstrong, 
"because they've been able to go to school, get an education, live in the 
dorms, and get a free ride from their parents. I'm also envious, because I 
never had that opportunity to learn. I wrote a song on the new album called 
'Brat' about waiting for your parents to die so you can get your inheritance. 
Which," he reckons, "my son will probably be singing one day himself." 

Another new song from Insomniac, "86," closes the book on the band's 
bittersweet relationship with the coterie of punk purists that comprise 
Gilman Street. "It's kind of about this conversation I had with someone 
when I went back to Gilman last December," says Armstrong. "I ran into 
this old friend of mine and all he could say was, 'Wow, what the fuck are 
you doing here?' " Armstrong, who habitually begins his songs with the 
personal pronoun, here assumes his friend's callous posture. "What brings 
you around," he sings. "Did you lose something the last time you were 
here? / You'll never find it now / It's buried deep with your identity / So stand 

continued on page 138 
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Want to know what it's really like being fflH 
world's most notorious rocK star; out on SI road 
with alternative music's biggest tour? Inpbrown 
words, Courtney Love recounts the feujis, 
friendships, and frustrations of Lollapalobza '95. 
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Allison to Claire: *lt'g kind of a double-edged sword, 
isn't if?" Claire to Allison (sneering): 'What?" 
Allison to Claire: *Well, if you say you haven't, you're 
a prude. If you say you have, you're a slut. It's a trap.. 
Or are you a tease*?" Bender, Andy, Brian: 
*SHE'S A TEASE! SHE'S A TEASE!" 



Don't You Forget About Me 



At Lollapalooza everyone stayed 
away from the video machine in 
the back room because I would 
always be playing something 
lame, except when I got into 
The Breakfast Club. I watched 
The Breakfast Club twice a day 
every day for about two weeks. I'd watch it 
before we went on stage. I even started calling 
pot "doobage" and big-necked frat boys in the 
front row "sporto." 

If you ask me, The Breakfast Club is the 
defining moment of the "alternative" generation, 
Generation Ecchl And Lollapalooza '95 was 
exactly like The Breakfast Club — minus Judd 



-from the 1985 movielhe Breakfast Club 



Nelson's sexy, shit-disturbing John Bender 
character to make it interesting. Because of the 
lack of that testosterone kind of presence, 
there was no sexual chemistry between 
anybody on Lollapalooza. So you can forget 
the Judd and Molly thing, when she goes into 
Vernon's little room. Didn't happen. 

Can you imagine that Saturday passing 
without Bender? They all would have written 
their essays and gone home. Bender was a 
very large character, full of dick and penis and 
scrotum and testicle and all those things. He 
was also a "loser, a bum, a pathetic piece of 
shit. It didn't matter if he existed in this school." 
When he got cartons of cigarettes for 



Christmas, "it was a banner year at 
the old Bender house." It's been 
postulated that he also grew up to 
get a seven-figure Geffen deal. 

I have Bender-like qualities, 
obviously, but I'm the girl in the 
back of the room putting dandruff on 
the snowstorm. 

In fact, it was really a Lolla full of 
Brian Johnsons (the Anthony 
Michael Hall character). Brian could have 
grown up to be very intellectual and then 
decided, "this stuff is wack. I'm going to be in 
Pavement." He could have grown up to be 
Thurston Moore. He could have taken a hell of 
a lot of acid and been Beck. 

Nobody in The Breakfast Club seemed to 
have a really bad childhood, which disturbed 
me. Had Emilio grown up, he either would have 
been an alternative-rock drum tech, or ended 
up in the Mighty Mighty Bosstones. You could 
spot those guys anywhere — crew and band. 
They were really nice, but they had these sort 
of thick necks. I'm not saying that the Mighty 
Mighty Bosstones don't have testosterone. It's 
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just the kind of testosterone that guys have 
who were into sports in high school. They don't 
have cool, tortured, fucked-up testosterone. 

There was a Molly Ringwald on the tour, and 
that would have to be our bass player, Melissa 
auf der Maur, who for this article turned in 200 
photographs, all with her face in them. She's 22 
and going through a little phase, being the 
cutest bass player in indie rock and knowing it. 
I loved watching all the boys throw themselves 
at her feet. Oh, well. I always have space for a 
charismatic, brilliant bassist. Melissa arranged 
"Sugar Coma," the best song we've ever, ever 
written in terms of tempo. Sometimes I feel 
guilty for loving Melissa's talent so much; it 
doesn't mean that I don't miss Kristen [Pfaff], 
because we had our dream with Kristen, and it 
was destroyed by a stupid accident. 

Throughout the summer, our band finally hit 
upon what it really means to be a band. We 
formed psychic connections — Patty [Schemel] 
to Missy [Melissa], Missy to moi, Eric 
[Eriandson] to Patty. It's mondo essential that 
Patty be recognized for what she is: one of the 
top two drummers in Seattle, and the top ten in 
the country. Like me, she's been slogging it out 
on the circuit since 1981, mostly in the 
company of neurotic Seattle mates. She 
deserves to be the first female on the cover of 
Modern Drummer. 

Eric has come into his own at long last. He is 
a brilliant and respected guitarist. My bond with 
him has always been strange and twisted; we 
both want the same thing but go about getting 
it differently. I draw outside the lines and all the 





grown-ups think I'm super-original, while Eric 
traces that li'J deer in the back of the mag 
perfectly. So we connect in our weirdo way, and 
when we do it's great, the very real truth, purity. 

Hole operates under a democracy; one 
journalist tried desperately to paint us as three 
people trying to cover up for their alcoholic 
mom, but it's just not like that. I could never 
stomach the idea of being "solo," though I 
admire others who can. Hell, I never 
even wanted to sing. When I was a 
teen, I wanted to be a great guitarist. 
But then I found myself onstage in 
innumerable bad bands, the only 
one drunk enough or, as Madonna 
put it at the Video Music Awards, "in 
dire need of attention" enough to do 
it. (Note to Madonna: People 
in glass houses shouldn't throw 
Gucci loafers.) Singing's easy once 
you let it out; when that primal roar 
came through me the first time, I 
was electrified. 

mmwi.mnrm^ 

overpacked, we all overpacked. 
And then we all extravagantly 
overshopped in keeping with our 
I various hobbies and interests. 
m Eric: clowns, clown suits, 
medical textbooks on megalomania 
and narcissism, and rubber goods. 
The pervy stuff is split down the 
middle evenly between Eric and me; 
if I'm purchasing, say, a new cat o' 
nine, I make sure to double it for 
Eric. Melissa: glittery objects, 
platform boots, and about 2,000 
suede skirts. She also attracts many 
free items; people like to give 
her kool NYC things. She's 
sorta into that X-Girl posse. Patty: 
always on the lookout for good 



Finger-lickin' good: Kim Gordon, left, and Beck. 



T-shirts (Madison Girls' Track a winner; 
anyone remember Personal Best, starring 
pre-bob/boobed Mariel Hemingway?). 



In Defense of Puerilism 



(think the last SPIN Online posting from 
Thurston [Sonic Youth] referred to my 
puerile, cad-like, rock-star limo behavior. 
I don't want this to be a bitchy diary by any 
means — so many things were good, and 
everyone truly got along — but let's clear up 
the puerile rock star rumor, because that's just 
foo funny. 

In one city — I believe it was Kansas City — 
they didn't have the sedan car or minibus to 
take us from the hotel to the gig. They had a 
limo, and it was white, and it was the only way 
to get there. Thurston and clique rented cars, 
but I can't drive, and "tooling" around just isn't 
for me. So, the baby and the nanny and I went 
to this gig in the limo and were dropped off. 
The car never parked; I was dropped off and 
the car left. It's sort of useless for Thurston to 
post that he "had to wait till the last day to find 
out about my puerile, useless rock-star shit." 
when, in fact, parking backstage at Lollapalooza 
was all of a five-minute ordeal at most, and I 
left on the bus like everybody else. 

Thurston exaggerated a lot in those online 
tour journals. He was probably so damned 
bored. In his own words: "We're a very 
conservative band, Courtney." No shit, 
Thurston. I can't imagine being in a very 
conservative band. I can't imagine a world 
without childish, puerile rock stars. 

I adore Thurston — love him in fact. But it 
seems to me that things were so dull this year 
that I was all he had to write about. Any minor 
thing I did on tour was magnified 95 times or 
fictionalized completely. People like Thurston 
are not being watched by the bourgeois, their 
every movement a sign of "trouble." I mean, I'm 
sorry I'm a punk-rock celebrity. People think 
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I'm fascinating, but basically I watch /, Claudius over and over again, Star 
Trek reruns, The Next Generation reruns, Deep Space Nine.... 



Volumes One and Two 

Includes two new songs 
recorded exclusively for Volume Two 

featuring the first single and video 
Kingston Town 



V e I u m t One 
FOOD FOR THOUGHT 
ONE IN TEN 
RED. RED WINE 
PLEASE DON I MAKE ME CRY 
IF IT HAPPFNS AGAIN 
I COT VOl BABE 
DON T BREAK MY HEART 
MNi; OUR OWN SONG 



V * I ■ m r T w * 

WHERE DID I GO WRONG 

HERE I AM 

KINGSTON TOWN 

THE WAY YOU DO THE 
THINGS YOU DO 



CAN T HELP FALLING 

RAT IN Ml KITCHEN m loV E 

BREAKFAST IN BED HIGHER GROUND 

BRING ME YOUR CUP 
RECCAE MUSIC 
SUPERSTITION' 
UNTIL MY DYING DAY* 

'Ncwlv refolded *onf. 



On the very first day of Lollapalooza, at the Gorge near George, 
Washington, the very worst thing possible that could have 
happened, did. Sonic Youth walked by with Kathleen Hanna. 
K.H. was my husband's worst enemy in the world, someone 
who would stop at nothing to aggravate us. Funny that they 
refer to her as being in a band. She's not really in a band. Bikini Kill don't 
really play and they don't really write songs. She's a political activist who 
took a bunch of women's studies classes at Evergreen, probably the worst 
college in America for such things. 

It's after our set — before Sonic Youth's — and I'm onstage talking to 
Beck when Eric comes up and says, "Kathleen's behind you. You should 
give her some candy and freak her out." And there she was, sort of 
smirking at me. I dropped my sweater on the floor, and she sort of 
whispered under her breath, "Where's the baby? In a closet with an IV?" 
I just snapped. My hand was filled with Skittles, and a couple of Tootsie 
Rolls. I just threw them up in the air and went, "BAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!" 
And then she shoved me and then I clocked her. This all happened 
within five seconds. These big bodyguards grab us, and we're both 
being lifted up, and she's screaming and screeching all sorts of things at 
me, and I was laughing at her, like "Go feed the fucking homeless or 
something." I think I had a bag of tostadas as well, mixed in with the 
candy, so it was raining candy and tostadas everywhere. K.H. said that I 
attacked her and that I was on drugs and psychotic; you know, all the 
things that the hicks in Peoria would eat up. Then she went into Sonic 
Youth's room and tattled and told them this totally exaggerated, insane 
story about how I had attacked her out of the blue and sucker-punched 
her, when in fact I had nine or ten witnesses to the contrary. She 
charged that I was jealous of her band, that I was ripping off Bikini Kill. I 
laughed really hard at that one. 

K.H. suffered no damage. I barely got to hit her. Everybody in my band 
was really disgusted with her, as were those that had witnessed it, because 
a couple of people had heard what she'd said. She insulted my daughter in 
a very, very wicked and evil way. What an incredibly low thing. I actually 
had intended to give to her the candy and walk away. 

[On September 26, Love entered an Afford plea of guilty to a charge of 
fourth-degree assault for her role in the Kathleen Hanna altercation. With 
the Alford plea, Love can have her guilty plea withdrawn and the charges 
dismissed if she meets the conditions set forth by the court. Love was 
handed a suspended one-year sentence, fined $285, and is not to punch or 
physically threaten anyone over the next two years.] 



The Void 



Here are four things I wish Kurt could have been here to see: 
• Meeting Beck. K. would've liked him a lot. 
* Green Day getting big. He would've been proud. 
• My getting over putting down Pearl Jam. K. would've been 
over it, too. All apologies to Eddie. I was an asshole, 
and I'm sorry. 
•Hitting K.H. 



Basic Maternal Instinct 



My daughter, Frances Bean, grew very attached to Thurston and 
Kim's daughter, Coco. Coco has the looks of her dad and the 
personality of her mother, which means that she's on the 
detached side. Frances would stroke her and say every day, "I 
want Coco. I want Coco. Coco's my best friend." In one of his 
posts, Thurston said that my daughter seemed sad. I've never seen his 
daughter smile once, and I spent seven or eight hours with her. I don't 
really think you should go around comparing kids' dispositions, but if you 
insist, Frances can kick Coco's butt any day of the week in terms of being 
a happy child. 

People wonder what it's going to be like for Frances growing up with me, 
and growing up with what Kurt did. I wonder what it's going to be like for 
Coco growing up in New York with people who are just too damned cool, 
and have too much estrogen in their home. 
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(WHAT'S THE STORY) 
jJJORNING GLORY? 

thej^^j^ album. 

"wonderwatl" and 
"roll with it." 



available now. 



Produced by Owen Morris and Noel Gallagher, 
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Pood was communal on Lolla, which ixnayed it for me, so I had to 
call Eric after the tour to ask him about it: 
Me: E? 
Eric: What is it? (usually it's "What happened?") 
Me: It's food. 
Eric: Huh? 

Me: Food, food on Lolla. What was the food like? 
Eric: Why? 

Me: Just answer the fuckin' question Was it good? 

Eric: It was okay. Why? Why does it matter? 

Me: I dunno, that SPIN thing I'm doing. 

Eric: You think they really care about the food on Lolla? 

Me: No. I think they wanna know if Drew has any cellulite. 




Eric: Are you gonna print that? 

Me: What? 

Eric: What you just... 

Me: What I just... 

Both: Said!? 

Me: No.. .God, answer the question. 
Eric: About food? 

Me: Yeah, like did you make any friends in the food place? 
Eric: I don't have any friends. (Pause) 
Me: Eric? 
Eric: Yeah? 

Me: You are a bad interview. 

Eric: Well, Courtney, maybe I'll just practice in front of the mirror. 
Me: Good idea. 
He hangs up. 

Totally interesting, huh? Suffice to say I ate many, many sandwiches, 
and drank iced coffee with Bailey's and vodka (gross). Then I discovered 
that total sobriety mixed with lotsa nerve-wracking, over-the-counter diet 
pills made for a better show for me. Weirdly, those would always be the 
ones where I "slurred" and "stumbled" and mumbled and fumbled and 
jumbled and, oh yeah, cried. This crying thing! First of all, there is no such 
thing as waterproof mascara. Second of all, we all had big ole industrial 
fans in front of us. Justine [Frischmann] noticed this on the first day Elastica 
jumped on: "I like that rock haaair effect from your fan." Arrrrggghhh — I 
realized that indeed when the sun went down, our hair would blow around 
very rockerly. Another puerility (hey, it's a word!) rawkerty thing, birthed outta 
nowhere. (The next day all of Elastica was fitted up with big ole industrial 
fans.) So, if my makeup's running and my eyes are watering and the fan is 
blowing, it looks like I'm crying — but I'm not. (Okay, I did cry just a few 
times, usually when I did "Pennyroyal Tea." That song never wears thin.) 
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WINTER WITH 
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•MOOTHING IN A RARE FROTHING AND 

RECORDED LIVE IN THE F A^ ,U<E ° F THE "» 

<HURCH, THE 1^5^^^ I"™"* 
FADING AND FLICKERING to tLV J ALTAR— EXPLODING/ 
«ONG. D.J.'t VIBE plVv^ c ^ ""^ 
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Emma 



DIRE ITRAITS LIVE AT THE BBC (WARNER BROS.) 
JUST WHEN YOU PLUM FORGOT HOW GOOD ALCHEMY WAS ALL 
THOSE YEARS AGO, DIRE STRAITS COMES OUT WITH A FRESH 
REMINDER. MOST OF THIS LIVE TAKE WAS PENNED AT A BBC RADIO 
ONE SHOW WHEN THE BAND WAS LARGELY UNKNOWN. 
KNOPFLER J STORYTELLING IS SUPERB WITH HIS WORDS AND HIS 
UNBELIEVABLY UNCANNY AND UNFORGETTABLE F1NGER-PKKING 
1 STYLE THAT SOUNDS SO, SO... WELL, LET'S PUT IT THIS WAY: IF HIS 
GUITAR WERE FOOD, ITD BE AN 800-POUND WHEEL OF CHEDDAR J 
| CHEESE. THKK AND SHARP. WORD. 

IPIWT FEEL SPIRIT FEEL (WAX TRAXQ 

^mr^j^ vAt£NT,He and mH -« uy 

EXPOSED THEIR FIRST CREATION TO THE MASSES 

°zz:z i w ,pot on depkhe mode * ™" 

AND THE TWO HAVE BEEN AT IT EVER SINCE. THIS RECORD 
EXUDES ELECTROMAGNETIC CENTR^UGAL MEGAFORCE^ AT A 
SURPRmNGLY SLOW AND DREAMY BPM. THE T t UlV J 

ZZSSZTZ THAT '' ™ PPY AND WHILE 

MAINTAINING ITI EDGE THROUGH THE PASSAGE OF ITS 

zzzszr* do ™ ™ ^ 

IN A COMFORTABLE CHAIR, AND THE TRACK "HALLELUWAH" 
COULD TRANSFORM THE ROOM AND TAKE YOU TO Z 
CENTURY LOS ANGELES, SITTING ALONGSIDE DECKARD IN ONE 
OF THOSE FLOATING POLICE BUGGIES. 
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inead O'Connor was a sweet, wonderful woman. She came up 
m \ and said hello to me. We sat in the sun, drank Pepsi-Cola, and 
% told each other secrets. We talked a lot about her childhood and 
Kurt's childhood and all sorts of childhoods. She takes in the 
^^^^ world with huge luminous eyes, the type you rarely see, utterly 
lunar, laser beams to Ork. 

Sinead and I would stay up all night in the bus watching really 
depressing movies. We watched Ryan's Daughter and two different 
adaptations of Wuthering Heights. She told me about Heathcliff and 
Catherine Earnshaw being sexually abused. When we were in Chicago she 
bought me a beautiful 
book that I really needed, 
and then she went down 
to her room, and when 
she was all alone she 
ran away to the airport. 
She was pregnant, it 
was quite hot, and she 
was depressed. In her 
note that she left she 
said, They can sue me. 
I don't care. I'll find 
another line of work," 
which I thought had a lot 
of integrity to it, to 
be honest. 

I missed Sinead, but 
I loved that Elastica 
joined the tour as her 
replacement. The first 
thing I said to Justine 
was "I pushed for you 
to be on this bill so 
bad and you kept 
saying no, and I bet I 
know why." 

"Why?" 

"Because," I said, "you know that in two years you're going to headline it." 
Justine laughed really hard. "How did you know that?" she asked. 
"Oh, Justine, please! We think alike." 

Elastica was great. Usually, English bands just can't tour. They still 

wanna do the drink-all-night, no-vitamins, no-stamina thing. Justine, 

though, can pull it off. She will. Hole wished that Elastica were boys and 
we were girls, or vice versa, because then somebody would have gotten 
laid. This was the most sexless summer I've ever witnessed, although I'm 
pretty sure Cypress Hill had dates. 



Peanuts 



Two weeks into the tour, on a swelteringly hot day, I was handed 
the phone by Dicky from the Mighty Mighty Bosstones, and he 
says into the receiver, "Here. Talk to Courtney." I had no idea 
who he was talking to, and it turned out to be this lady on some 
radio station, and she's like, you're on the End, the Edge, the 
Razor's Fine Point, the Eye of the Needle, whatever the fuck it was, and 
you have 8 million listeners. Of course the first question she asked me was 
"What's Trent Reznor like in bed?" I'm really obsessed with why people 
want to know that above all other things about my life. Because I'm sure 
there's about 685 people in each state in America that could answer that 
question. Probably depends on his mood. Anyway, I wouldn't know. Right? 
Right, Trent? Right? 

One night, I spotted some kid in a Nine Inch Nails hat. "Give me 
that hat," I offered, "and I'll give you my underwear." When he complied, 
I took out my lighter, lit the hat on fire, and stamped it out. I just 
wanted to do it. Hell, what's a night in the brig? And then I took off 
my panties and I gave them to him. But you still couldn't see my 
hoo-hoo or my cootch or my Linus or my Snoopy. Or, as some 
people call it, Grand Central Station, where all the rock stars meet 
each other. 



Scowl!: Love, /eft, and Elastica s 
Justine Frischmann. 



THESE CONCERT LUTING* WERE WRITTEN INDEPENDENTLY AND IN 
NO WAY CONNOTE BAND ENDORSEMENTS OF SEAGRAM'S BRANDS. 
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IN SEARCH OF 
"SERIOUS FUN" 

This is your chance to be in the limelight, 
to be recognized, to be a star! 

So, show us who you are, how you have 
serious fun. ..and we'll tell the world! 

All you have to do is send us your best 
photos from a KODAK FUN SAVER 
Camera-shots that represent serious fun. 

One Grand Prize Winner will receive: 

• a KODAK FUN SAVER Camera beach pack, 
complete with towel, volleyball, and 

FUN SAVER Pocket Camera 

• a SPIN varsity jacket 

• photo posted on SPINonline 

(on America Online, keyword: SPIN) 

Ten Runners-Up win receive: 

• a SPIN T-shirt 

• SPIN This VI new music CD sampler 

Mail your pictures along with your name, age, and address to: 
SPIN/KODAK FUN SAVER Pocket Cameras Serious Fun Contest 

6 West 18th Street 
New York, NY 10011 

No purchase necessary. Enter as often as you wish, but each entry must be mailed 
separately. Multiple entries (more than one entry in a single envelope) will be 
disqualified. No entry fee is required to participate. SPIN does not assume 
responsibility for photographs. Not responsible for lost, stolen, mutilated, misdirected or 
late mail entries. All photos must be taken with a KODAK FUN SAVER 35 Camera and 
all prints must be made on KODAK paper Contestants must know the names and 
addresses of all identifiable persons in their photographs. All entries become the 
property of SPIN. Entries must be postmarked by January 31st, 1996. Winners will be 
selected based on originality and best depiction of the theme "Serious Fun," on or about 
March 1st, 1996. Contest open to U.S. residents, 18 or older, except employees and 
families of SPIN, Eastman Kodak Company, and their affiliates, subsidiaries and 
advertising agencies To obtain a winners list, send a self-addressed stamped envelope 
to the above address. All federal, state and local rules apply. Void where prohibited. This 
is not a Kodak advertisement. All contest responsibilities are assumed by SPIN. 



Girl Bonding, Part Two 



Drew [Barrymore], Eric's girlfriend, is great. I've gotten along 
with her from day one, even though the media has always tried 
to pit us against each other. Imagine the fab catfight copy it 
makes — bleccch. She once said something to me that made 
total sense — that we both have high-stress lives, and we don't 
have a lot of energy to 



Living doll: Drew Barrymore. 



make friends. 

Drew's taught me a 
lot about "the ropes," 
i.e. being exploited. 
I had a horrific incident 
this summer. I was sick 
of boys and I wanted 
girlfriends and had 
no energy. A perennial 
extra/wannabe actress 
pursued me; she was very 
charming, but, I found 
out later, pathological 
and sociopathic. Despite 
warnings from Drew and 
everyone else, we became 
friends. I thought, "So 
what, she's hated." I 
thought that was kinda 
cool. Boy, was I dumb. 

Drew has the dirt on 
more celebs that anyone 
I've ever met. You know 
how you'll hear a rumor 
that so-and-so is gay, or 
that so-and-so does illicit 
narcotics, or that so-and- 
so likes girls' clothes? 
Well, Drew knows that stuff 
for real. Remember when 
the Ohio Players had that 
hit "Love Rollercoaster," 
and a girl screamed in it? 
And everyone in the fourth grade said it was a real girl getting attacked in 
the alley outside? I bet Drew knows the answer to that one, too. 

BjBBBMB 

Parti Smith wanted to meet me in NYC. She wrote me a little note. 
My GOD, Patti Smith! How do you meet a hero? There are so few 
people I feel unworthy meeting. Patti has eternal beauty, and has 
never compromised, not in her heart, and never in her art. I was 
way too scared to meet her. I couldn't. 



Mensapalooza 



All tour long, I was obsessed with proving to Pavement's Stephen 
Malkmus that my IQ was higher than his (though I'm not quite sure 
this is true). Writers always refer to Steve as being "oblique" and 
"genius." I just wanted a shot, a chance. / went to some good 
colleges, too. 

I pestered Steve all the time. During Thurston's birthday party, I kept 
thinking up contests and debates. He came up with an indie-rock quiz, but 
that was too boring. "Let's talk about muses," I suggested (muses are a 
literary obsession of mine). "Do you have a muse, Steve?" Being very 
Steve-like, he'd reply, "Ahhh, I've heard of mooses." 

I was relentless. "C'mon, Steve. Anything, anything. I know — an essay! 
When I do the tour diary, we'll do two blind paragraphs right next to each 
other, right? Yours next to mine, and I want to see if anyone can tell the 
difference, and vote on whose is cleverer." Malkmus played it cool, either 
ignoring me, or dismissing me with a "Whatever, Courtney." Kim, who'd been 
forced to listen to us wrangle for hours, finally came up with a solution. "I 
know. You two could do the New York Times crossword puzzle on 
Sunday." We both agreed to it, even though I hadn't attempted the puzzle 
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in over a year. We made a bet on the outcome: 
If I lost, I had to play In X-Glii cords, an X-Girl 
T-shirt, and Pumas with no laces; if he lost, he 
had to down tequila shots, go on stage, do a 
Pearl Jam song with absolutely no irony, and 
then stage dive. My end of the wager may 
sound simpler, but for me it was a major tall order. 

After eating cake and wearing little hats and 
running around celebrating Thurston Gordon 
Moore's first gasp of air on terra firma, I jumped 
on the bus and got out the USA Today 
crossword puzzle. Its puzzle is as dopey as TV 
Guide's, right? You know, clues like "Lennon's 
widow," or "Morrison's band," but there was 
still shit I couldn't figure out. I got a little 
panicky, so I went to the store and picked up 
one of those crossword puzzle books. I thought 
that was cheating, though, and bought 
Malkmus one, too. When I gave him his copy, 
he just looked at me with his aquiline 
superiority. "Courtney," he said, "I need you to 
know that I've been doing the New York Times 
crossword puzzle every Sunday of my life." 

I was not to be intimidated. "Well, Steve, I 
want you to know that I was raised on the 
New York Times crossword puzzle." 

"Well, I don't need this book," he said, 
handing it back to me. 

Fucker. 

Come Sunday I was really depressed and 
bummed because I had talked to this ex- 
boyfriend the night before. He's a bastard, but 
he's my best friend in a lot of ways. He's got 
those John Bender qualities that were definitely 
missing from Lolla. I had called him and been 
really grovelly and had just disgusted myself. I 
woke up on Sunday hating life, and hating 
myself. Most of the way there, I was like, "Oh 
God, I just can't deal with the puzzle at all, I just 
can't." When we finally got to Lolla, I stormed 
in, avoided everyone, slammed my door, and 
threw a token rock star fit, hurling the deli 
platter at the door. 



Steve won our bet by default. We never 
spoke about it until the last day of the tour. 
I walked up to him and waved. "Hey winner," 
I said. "Hey loser," he replied. Someday.... 



Hungry Like the Wolf 



(took my daughter out only once, to see 
Carta's band, the Geraldine Fibbers, but the 
peering eyes. .. Frances is a very very old 
soul, but she's not old enough to know 
psychic protection. In my heart I know that 
not a soul out there in the sunshine had any 
sort of evil intentions or thought to harm my 
child — in fact, I felt a sense of care — 
but Frances' hands clawed at me tightly and 
she hid her face, mumbling "gwway," 
"goawaaayyy." I hid her as best I could 
and observed a Fibbers tune, a good one, 
too. Carla was in Hole once, and she has 
Sinead-like pipes. Women with great voices 
are so lucky; they don't have to depend on 
words so much. And when you combine 
strange and bad words with a great vox, a la 
the Breeders' Pod, it's so sexy, like someone 
with Barbie looks — Kurt, Sinead — who never, 
ever works their beauty. 

Standing there, listening to the Fibbers, I 
observed the looks in folks' eyes as they 
gulped in my daughter. I was trapped, circled; 
they look so dammed hungry, as though they 
had the plague and I held the cure. Well, in this 
case, that cure was a lion's cub; Frances was not 
about to take any shit from some sweet-faced 
alternateens. She raised up her tangled blonde 
leonine mane and roared "AAWAAY FROM 
ME!" Her scared-shitless mama complied and, 
head ducked, made her way through the 
drooling camp, thanking God for bodyguards. 

Later that day, under a shady tree, Frances 
and Coco played while Kim, Thurston, and I 
talked. All was normal, free to be you and me, 
la la la. How do these seeds of soap opera 
dissension become, I don't know, epics? It's 
funny, it's unreal, it happens. 



All I have left of Kurt is about five hours of him 
on video at home. Despite everything that had 
gone on between Kim, Thurston, and me during 
this tour, in a desperate bid for peace and a 
deep, deep need to understand what has 
happened, I gave the Moores the sole copy of 
this tape. I chose to share my deepest secrets, 
my most private of lives, with them. I know that 
Kurt would like to be remembered fondly and 
completely by Kim and Thurston. Someday I'll 
figure out a way to do this for the world. 

Lolla helped wake me from my numbness. 
I'd been a zombie for 18 months. For so long in 
my marriage, and afterward, I'd been in 
isolation, oblivious to everything but my 
darkest hedonism and darkest hours. If I'm 
ever going to write this new record, I have to 
feel my heart again. I've gone back into therapy 
(Sinead convinced me), and I'm also on a diet 
from hell with the help of a personal trainer for 
this film I'm up for. This is all bringing me back 
to order at last — it's not the exercise, it's the 
discipline. I'm finally returning from the land of 
agoraphobia, trying to purge myself of my 
vitriol for everyone that had ever hurt or 
exploited Kurt. I wonder if clocking somebody 
counts as purging? Yeah, definitely, it counts. • 

Allison (to group): "Do 
you guys know why I'm 
here today*? Do you want 
to know?" Group (with 
little emotion, to Allison): 
"Mo." Allison (to group): 
*l didn't have anything 
better to do." 
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Here is a quick myth of civi 
"It's perfect," said a young woman. 
"It's beautiful," said a young man beside her. "I can't wait to<see it burn.'* 
That particular myth dates ba.ck to ancient San Francisco, 1985. A 

landscape artist named. Larry Rarvey got dumped by his girlfriend. 

Saddened, he went down to the beach and built an eight-feet-high 

wooden figure of a man. He poured gasoline over it, and lit it on fire. He 




Scenes from the end of the world: Visitors to Burning Man are performers-cum-spectators. 



gathered that this would comfort him. It was the summer solstice. His inten- 
tions, he recalls, were entirely personal. 

Two important things happened that night. In overstatement, Harvey 
remembers the man going up in flames "like a second sun." In understate- 
ment, he remembers that "people seemed to like it." 

So Larry Harvey burned a bigger man the next year, and dozens more 
strangers showed up. Attendance doubled yearly after that. The media 
became aware that this was going on, and started asking, "What does it 
mean to burn the man? Is it religious? Is it a gender thing? And who is he 
supposed to be?" 

But Larry Harvey provided few clues. Usually he would answer, "Ask 
yourself. What does it mean to you?" 

And sometimes he'd simply say, "If we didn't burn it, we wouldn't be able 
to build it again next year." 

By 1991, Burning Man had become an artistic event with a thousand 
participants. They formed a strange, temporary society. Burning Man 
needed to grow even more. So Larry Harvey did the only thing a visionary 
can do in such a situation. He elevated his art to another state. And that 
state was Nevada. 

To get to Burning Man now, you must set aside Labor Day weekend and 
drive into the middle of Nevada's Black Rock Desert. You will find no 
shade, no water. It's a place better suited for testing nuclear weapons than 
for fostering the ideal society, and humans really have no business being 
here. If you ever got lost in Black Rock, you could console your thirst with 
the information that this miserable desert is the ancient bottom of an 
extinct lake. Then you could laugh until you hallucinated, and then you 
could writhe in the sand and beg your god for a painless death. 

On the positive side, this baked playa is the flattest plain on North Amer- 
ica. Which is excellent for metaphor. Burning Man is, quite literally, a level 
playing field. 

This year, about 4,500 people came. There were the inevitable recovering 
Deadheads, Joined by bikers, nudists, pagans, genitally pierced S&M 
mavens, ravers, designer drug-lords, Internet addicts, performance artists, 
tattooed children, drag queens, and gun-loving survivalist militia screw- 
balls. There has never been a gathering as disparate as this. There was no 
ammunitions dump at Woodstock, for instance. 

The community rises out of the desert, looking more like a mistake than 
a mirage. Every encounter has the premise of a joke, as in "What did the 
vegetarian say to the human sacrificer?" There are no rules here, save the 
one that defines Burning Man as a Utopian commonwealth: Do whatever 
you want, but get along with all the other weirdos. 

Larry Harvey thinks of the crowd as "America's eccentric elite." I think of 
it another way. If normal Americans would instinctively beat you up, then 
you belong at Burning Man. 

Burning Man City has the feel of a circus parking lot — a dusty and 

colorful place, crowded with freaks. I end up camping between a family of 
nudists and a coven of witches. A naked man with a shiny cock-ring 
passes, carrying a toddler. A nearby girl is wearing ice cream scoopers for 
a bra. A boy has painted his body with sunscreen, allowing his unprotected 
skin to burn in swirling designs. There is a poodle, collapsed in the heat. I 
pet it, and it gives me a look of anguished disbelief. 

This is the same look I get when I ask people why they've come, or what 
Burning Man means to them. Because I am sensitive, I quit asking. Evi- 
dently, it is meant to be obvious. Still, I keep projecting a rich mythology on 
the event. I imagine that it's all about Prometheus, Hiroshima, Joan of Arc, or 
the ritual incineration of collective human sin. But later, a young biker named 
Gunner gets me thinking that Burning Man may be simpler than I imagined. 
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"What the fuck," Gunner speculates, smoking that other great icon, Burn- 
ing Cigarette. "If it provides a diversion for five minutes, then let's bum the shit 
down. It's just something to fucking do." 

The town is a large compass. At its heart are a radio station, a makeshift 
newspaper office, a medical tent, a performance stage, and a bulletin 
board. These are the minimal structures of civilization, provided by the 
organizers. It is exactly the least they can do. 

Theme camps, created by the participants, ring the city center fantasti- 
cally, providing distinctive neighborhoods, even ghettos. Tiki Camp is a 
Hawaiian village, whose owners have built palm trees and huts. They play 
endless surf music. Across from Tiki is a rougher camp called McSatan's, 
whose golden arches stand almost as tall as Burning Man himself. McSatan's 
is run by fat, cross-eyed bikers. They have a refrigerator filled with beer. 

"A refrigerator?" I ask. "Where'd you get the power?" 

"From hell," growls the bartender. 

Saurentology Camp offers psychic channeling of extinct dinosaurs. 
Dream Circus Camp holds nightly orgies. Bigfoot Plaza Shopping Maul 
Camp sports the desert lanes of Crazy Yeti's Bowl-o-Rama. Croquet Camp 
has an obvious recreational agenda, as does Opium Den Camp. At 
Celebrity Crucifixion Camp, you can be crucified next to Elvis, Nixon, or the 
Energizer Bunny. Burning Man himself stands just east of camp, 40 feet 
tall, neon, and waiting to be ignited. 




South of Burning Man is the Rave Camp, with 
two stages and three days of dancing. North of 
Burning Man is the famous Drive-By Shooting 
Range. Someone has set stuffed animals up 
against stakes, and gun owners can shoot them 
from their trucks. I go to Drive-By with the bikers 
from McSatan's, who are stocked with AK-47's, 
shotguns, and pistols. Halfway there, the biggest 
biker tells me, "You don't have to worry about us 
raping you." 

This is utopial 

"Thank you," I say, genuinely. "That means a 
lot to me." 

The shooting goes well. I borrow a .357 Magnum 
and fire a hot slug of lead into the forehead of a life- 
sized stuffed Barney. This brings peace upon me. 

Kumbaya, motherfucker. 

Back at Burning Man, a guy with clothes- 
pinned nipples is performing loudly at McSa- 
tan's. He's wearing a beaver-pelt codpiece, and 
singing, "My head is stuffed with socks / My 
head is stuffed with shirts / My head is stuffed 
with socks and shirts!" 

The McSatan's crowd watches politely. Largely, 
this is what people do with their time on the playa. 
They watch or they play. Or they play, and then 
watch. They work swing shifts as exhibitionists 
and voyeurs. Though having an actual stage 
seems superfluous, the organizers sponsor official 
shows every evening. Magenta, my neighboring 
witch, turns out to be a profound belly dancer. 
Damn near everyone plays the drums. There's 
always some girl willing to take off her shirt and 
dance to the drums. And there is Torture King. 

Torture King eats fire, electrocutes himself, and 
sticks steel blades through his body. It is not how 
I would choose to spend my brief time in Utopia, 
but there's an odd comfort in this self-mutilation for 
the public's entertainment. Torture yourself if you 
must, Mr. King, but keep our little nation happy. 

The citizens love Torture King, and value his 
safety. Throughout the act, a girl in the audience 
with an extravagant New York accent shrieks 
desperately, "Don't do it, Torcha King! Be care- 
ful, Torcha King!" 

As Torture King shoves a skewer through his 
jaw, a guy drives through camp on a fierce gray 
motorcycle, dressed in camouflage and apoca- 
lyptic goggles. On the back of his bike rides a 
naked girl, painted a chalky white, wearing a 
halo and angel wings. She tosses grapes to the 
crowd. Torture King survives his routine. The 
audience cheers and eats grapes. 

In the distance, Burning Man glows with 
approval. 

"The most dangerous thing you can do is 

leave the community," says the Danger Ranger. 
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After the man burns, pagan pyromania rules the night. 



Danger Ranger, lanky and gray-haired, refers 
to his legendary self as "Old Danger." It's his job 
to rescue people lost in the desert. He has a 
great skill for this. He's definitely the man you 
want searching for you, despite the fact that he 
often says things like, "Sometimes I get my car 
going 90 miles per hour out here. Then Old Dan- 
ger can time-travel, man." 

On Saturday, I go scouting with Danger Ranger 
for two lost local teenagers. We find Ryan early in 
the afternoon. He'd been walking for nine hours. 
It's almost dark before Tyler is found, a wreck of 
blistering sunburn, dehydration, and delirium. 

Nobody has ever died at Burning Man. 

"Old Danger finds everyone," says Danger 
Ranger. 

On Sunday afternoon, the storm comes. A 

dark cloud wall approaches the camp from three 
sides. An evil white wind eliminates vision, and 
is followed by hard rain, then hail. Thankfully, no 
locusts. When the storm passes, a perfect rain- 
bow is left over Burning Man. Everyone on LSD 
is very impressed. 

That night I meet two big ranch cowboys named 
Jake and Burt. They've driven down from the 
mountains to take a look at Burning Man. For 
Christian shit-kickers, they're pretty unabashed 
by the pagan sights. 

"I'm not afraid of these folks," says Jake. 
"There's only one man that me and Burt are both 
afraid of, and that's each other." 

I ask, "But what do you make of that guy?" 

I point at a nearby pedestrian, dressed in a lime- 
green leprechaun suit. He has a tall, green triangu- 
lar mask on his head, making him look like a seven- 
foot bean. He is also wearing large green flippers. 

Jake takes a look. Sighs patiently. "Well, 
that's just a green guy. And what can you do 
about that?" 



Other locals are just as toler- 
ant. Two middle-aged women 
with tidy perms come out to 
Burning Man the same evening. 
One says, "This is fun. It's just 
like our state fair." 

Her friend adds sagely, 
"But at our state fair, we judge 
livestock. And here, nobody 
judges anybody." 

They drive out of Burning 
Man City right before the man 
actually burns, so they miss the 
big show. Good thing, too. For 
nice Nevada ladies, this is like 
getting out of Saigon on the 
last helicopter. It's always smart 
to leave paradise before the apocalypse hits. 



Burning Burning Man takes cunning. He's 

five times his 1985 plywood size, stuffed with 
complicated fireworks and a hot-burning wax. He 
will be surrounded by several thousand judg- 
ment-impaired spectators. When I look at Burn- 
ing Man, I predict skin grafts all around. 

Two pyrotechnics wizards are in charge. 
But late Sunday afternoon, one wizard is lost in 
the desert. He's been missing for 14 hours. 
Danger Ranger is called. Only Larry Harvey is 
unconcerned, and suggests a delightful anar- 
chist's solution. 

"So what?" he offers cheerfully. "Let's just not 
burn the man at all this year. That would really 
be something different." 

Ultimately, however. Old Danger finds the wiz- 
ard. At ten o'clock on the night of the Sabbath, 
the community converges in the center of camp, 
dressed up and drugged up for the event. Four 
figures in white jumpsuits lead the procession 
down the lantern-lined boulevard to Burning 
Man. Clowns on stilts arc and dip above every- 
one. There is much chanting. 

When the parade finally reaches the foot of 
Burning Man, an unexpected stillness descends. 
There is a long wait for the burn. The freak show 
sits down, like first-graders in a school assem- 
bly. We wait quietly. 

When a torch touches Burning Man's huge 
ankle at last, there is a subdued cheer. A couple 
of girls weep silently. I shout, "Don't do it, Tor- 
cha King!" Everyone rises to their feet, but the 
hush resumes as he burns and burns. When 
the fireworks in Burning Man's head start to blow 
up, there is applause, but passion seems absent. 

I interpret this as anticlimax. As it turns out, I 
am dead wrong. 

The world changed at the moment Burning Man 
crashed to the ground. The center did not hold. 




Three faces of fun, Burning Man style: torture, crucifixion, and no speed limit. 
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The city became a mob. The mob shoved toward 
the collapsed fire, hysterical with the dilemma 
that has maddened every mob of history: Do we 
fuck it. do we eat it, or do we kill it? 

Two hours later, the middle of town is empty. 

It looks as though a murderous army has swept 
through, committing unspeakable atrocities on 
citizens in front of their families. The community 
has split into roving tribes, each hoarding its 
own fire on the outskirts of town. 

Burning Man is ash, but he has flaming rivals. 
Someone is burning a wooden dog, and someone 
else has a burning woman. A boy lights his jeans 
on fire, chanting, "I am the burning pants!" The air 
is greasy with gasoline, smoke, and the sugges- 
tion of smoldering hair. Shangri-la is now Dresden. 

By one fire, a woman straps a mechanical 
claw to her hips like it's a dildo. and rolls around 
the flames growling savagely, "I want to fuck a 
hole! Give me a hole!" My roving gang moves 
50-gallon drums, radiator grills, and gas tanks 
into a great steel pile. We pound on them with 
lumber, while painted people dance and naked 
boys leap over the flames. 

Then I hear a strangely urban siren. An ambu- 
lance is ripping across the desert. I chase it, 
and come to a girl who has fallen off a motorcy- 
cle. As the paramedics load her in, I overhear 
the crackling pleas of more emergencies through 
their radios. 

There is brief silence over the airwaves, and 
then this chilling message: 

"There's a dwarf," the radio announces. "The 
dwarf fell on his head. And he's not talking." 
Clearly, Satan was upon us. 

I hide in my tent. 

At dawn, I wake to a pounding, distant beat. 
The sun is coming up hot. and the rave camp is 
still going on a mile away. I decide to walk out 
there. But on my way, I find a group of ruffians 
standing around a fire, drinking warm gin. 
They've just burned the bulletin board from the 
heart of the city. Hundreds of personal mes- 
sages flutter around them like blazing leaves. 

"Why?" I ask. 

A kid named Sweet says, "We wanted to do 
the only thing you could do out here that would 
be a really fucked up thing to do." 

Sweet's friend suggests. "We've still got a 
half-gallon of gasoline. Let's go burn down the 
ranger station." 

I hide in my tent again. 

Before the SPIN photographer and I left 

Burning Man on Monday afternoon, we gave 
away all our food. The nudists next door were 
packing up their gear, and one had put on a shirt. 
The witches happily accepted our corn chips, as 
friendly as suburban neighbors. Nobody really 
discussed the night before. Something happened 
to you? You saw something? Keep it to yourself. 

When vehicles drove out of camp, they tossed 
up a thick white plume of dust. It was quickly 
impossible to see where anyone had gone, more 
impossible to follow them. In 24 hours, the whole 
population had vanished — extinct as the Phoeni- 
cians. And the playa was left, flat as any drum, 
delivering history's gangster warning: You saw 
nothing here. It never happened. • 



A FIVE FOOT TAIL 

^KNOCKS"* 

o N my ,, 



BuTT 

WW 



mi w < 



b GAMER [94%: "The finft 
EDITORS* lighting gam 
ever created 

CHOICE f° rtheP 



And Next Generation says, "It's the best PC 
fighting game I've ever played. It definitely 
rivals 32-bit game consoles..." Well, down- 
load the demo, and see /or yourself. 

• 3D perspectives 

• Over 1 00 different attack variations 

• And incredible flying camera views 
FX Fighter is the ultimate PC fighting game! 



GET YOURS NOW. 
CALL 1 -8 OO-GTE-TO DAY- 
FREE DEMO ON THE NET: 
http://www.im.gte.com 




| 7 GtB Entertainment PC CD ROM 




FORGET THE TANTRUMS, 

THE HEADLINES JHE DOOMED 
MARRIAGE, AND THE BAb REPUTATION. 

SHANNEN DOHERTY 

EX-PRIME TIME BITCH, HAS REINVENTED 
HERSELP AS A HAPPY HOMEBODY 
AND SERIOUS ACTRESS. BUT 

CHRISTINA KELLY wonders, 

IS THERE LIFE AFTER BRENDA? 




° < 



Shannen Doherty does not disappoint. She walks into her publi- 
cist's office in a dazzling blaze of Brenda-ish pique. "The meters 
outside are like 25 cents for eight minutes," she says with 
supreme annoyance. "What is that?" Her tone is identical to the 
one pervading her every line on Beverly Hills 90210, from an 
innocuous "Hi Dad" to those expressing her justifiable annoyance 
with Kelly for dorking Dylan. And I love Shannen for it, realizing in 
a rush how much I have missed her lo these two or three seasons, 
and what a pale replacement Tiffani-Amber Thiessen has been. 

Doherty sits down across from me on the floral couch. She is so 
tiny— five feet tall and not an ounce of fat on her small bones— that 
she would swim even in an X-Girl extra-small. Her splendidly aug- 
mented breasts peek out from a white short-sleeved shirt, open a 
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daring extra button. Doherty wears no makeup, and at the barely adult age of 
24 she is already getting a few lines on the very pale skin around her eyes 
and on her forehead. Her famously uneven eyes look more level in person. 

She pulls out a big jar from her bag and plops it down on the glass cof- 
fee table. "I brought my own Cremora," she says, adding some to the cof- 
fee that has been placed in front of her. It seems shocking that Doherty 
would have such white-trash taste. I would expect her to drink her coffee 
black, or with skim milk, but powdered non-dairy creamer? "This is the 
worst coffee I have ever tasted," she says. I am not surprised. 

Doherty is doing publicity for Uallrats, 24-year-old Kevin Smith's first 
Hollywood movie after Clerks, his lauded piece of cinema verite-on-a-bud- 
get about Jersey strip-mall employees. In Mallrats, Doherty has a support- 



ing role as Rene, a girl who dumps her slacker boyfriend and gets to 
bitchily intone the line "I have nothing better to do than fuck you." Presum- 
ably, Doherty is also publicizing the fact that she has matured, that she is a 
post-therapy, post-bad-boy-addicted Shannen Doherty. 

Doherty has certainly been keeping a low profile since she left the series 
that made her a star — there haven't been any National Enquirer photos of 
her falling drunk out of nightclubs with Tori Spelling lately. "I was 19 and a 
half," says Doherty of those bad-girl days, "and I was trying to cope with the 
fact that I had to work doing a show from Monday to Friday, and all this 
responsibility was on my shoulders, and all of a sudden people were 
recognizing me. And at the same time I was — you know I didn't start dat- 
ing until I was 18. So 90210 was sort of in the time period of when I was 
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young and I wanted to go out and have fun. I grew out of it." 

No longer fueling tawdry headlines with her after-hours carousing, 
Doherty's mostly been staying in with her boyfriend of a year and a half, 
28-year-old Rob Weiss, who directed Amongst Friends, a film about disaf- 
fected youth on the Long Island Expressway. She and Weiss just got back 
from a two-week trip around Europe, which they toured less than flamboy- 
antly via Eurail. Occasionally they'll take in a concert, most recently Pink 
Floyd, and before that, U2. But mainly Doherty prefers the comforts of 
home, splitting her time between Weiss and her family, whom she sees 
four times a week. As we speak, her dad, an offshore banker, is at her 
house watching the O.J. trial, of which she's an avid follower. 

Doherty has plenty of time for all this fraternal bonding; her acting has 
been less regular, confined to studying, auditioning (she wanted Ashley 
Judd's role in Hear), a couple of TV movies, and Mallrats. Doherty's accep- 
tance of a small part in a cool director's movie — she's the film's only big 
name — could be seen as a credibility move, but she seems oddly unaware 
of this. She hadn't even seen Clerks until after she read the Mallrats script, 
at which point she watched it and "laughed hysterically." She didn't even 
know Mallrats was supposed to be set in New Jersey. 

But Doherty fell in love with the part of Rene. "She's very quick, very 
clever, and very witty," says Doherty. "Rene is a very strong, determined 
woman. She'll probably end up dumping Brodie [the slacker boyfriend] again. 
I've gone out with a few guys like that," she laughs. "I think every woman 
has. And she usually thinks 'I love this guy so much.' And then she wakes 
up one day and she's like, 'Uggh. You're such a loser. What am I doing with 
you?' " Which is precisely what Doherty did after five months of marriage to 
fucked-up celebrity offspring Ashley Hamilton. The microwave relationship 
began after she was dumped by Judd Nelson. "I knew marrying Ashley 
was wrong even before I did it," she says. "That marriage was a fiasco." 

At one point in Mallrats, Smith decides to throw in a Brenda joke. 
Doherty is standing in the mall when someone comes up to her and says 
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"Brenda?" With the pitch and volume turned up to 1 1 , Doherty blurts out 
"Shut upl" This was Smith's idea. "The scene needed something, and 
Kevin sort of took me aside and said, 'I think this would be hilarious, and if 
you make fun of yourself, people now have to laugh with you.' And I felt 
very comfortable with that." There's even an obnoxious male character in 
the film named Shannon Hamilton. "Kevin swears up and down that it has 
nothing to do with me," says Doherty. "Because I thought it did when I read 
the script. It seems a little hard to believe." 

That's for sure. Certainly, Smith must have harbored the same precon- 
ceptions about the early-'90s, Aaron Spelling-starlet-turned-devil-girl that 
the rest of the world did. That I did. But now that I see Doherty before me in 
all her real-life vulnerability, I can't help but feel protective. I relate to her a 
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bit too much. I, too, have threatened to beat the shit out of a fellow 
nightclub patron. I once spent too long at a media vehicle directed at 
teenagers, only to be cast aside and left to find my way in a world of 
media directed at adults. I have written bad checks. And, yes, it's true: I 
am a bitch. But now that we've been through therapy, we're both a lot 
easier to get along with! 

Shannon Doherty was born in Memphis, Tennessee, where she 

lived until she was seven. Her parents fell in love at first sight when her 
dad, a Memphis college student, spotted her mom getting off an air- 
plane. 30 years later, they're still married. "It's really beautiful and 
romantic, but it's hard to grow up hearing that stuff," says Doherty. 
"Because you're just like, that's what / want." 

As a child, Doherty was a loner. "I had more fun playing by myself 
than with anybody else," she says. "I guess I was born that way. But at 
the same time, I was outgoing. I did all these plays, and when I was in 
Tennessee, I was active in the church. But I never really had sleep- 
overs. I always wanted my time away from others." When she was 
seven, the family moved to Los Angeles, where her father started a 
West Coast branch of the family transportation business, and Doherty 
became interested in acting. "I used to watch Little House on the Prairie. 
And I wanted to work with Michael Landon really desperately." As did 
many a little girl, but Doherty had the incredible determination, good 
fortune, or both, to actually end up on Little House. "And after that, 
acting just became this thing that I did," she says. "When I hit 18, I 
really understood what it was all about. If you're at all self-conscious, 
acting is the best thing that you can do because you never have to be 
yourself. Ever." She says she's still self-conscious in public. "I'll try and 
cover my face with my hair," she says. "People are constantly judging 
me or waiting for me to burst into these tantrums. And, I mean, it's not 
going to happen." 

Doherty's departure from 90210, she says, was a "very, very mutual 
decision. I was going through a really hard time in my life. As an actor, I 
couldn't hack it anymore. I was very undiplomatic. Because I was miser- 
able, I started focusing more and more on how shitty the scripts were 
and how bad the show had become. And they felt they had no control 
over me. I think it really bothered them that a woman could speak her 
mind so strongly and not care what they did to her. It became a real 
power play." She says that the accusations they made about her late- 
ness were unreasonable, and that Jennie Garth, Tori Spelling and Ian 
Ziering were often late as well. "A lot of it really hurt me," she says. "I 
really thought that Aaron Spelling cared about me. And I really thought 
that Tori cared about me." She hasn't kept in touch with Tori or any of 
her fellow cast members. "A few months ago, Luke was trying to get 
ahold of me, and I think we talked," she says. "Brian Austin Green and I 
send messages through a guy that we both know." 

Does she miss the show at all? "No." She watched the first episode 
of the season with Tiffani-Amber Thiessen just to see how they'd handle 
Brenda's absence, and hasn't tuned in since. And she won't do another 
series right now, either; fellow Spelling alumnus Darren Star was inter- 
ested in her for Central Park West, but she turned him down. 

Anxious to leave her past behind, Doherty has been in and out of 
therapy since she separated from Hamilton, and going very steadily for 
the past five months. "It makes me look at myself objectively. It teaches 
me to self-analyze and to learn from my mistakes and be a more calm 
person." This seems true. A year and a half into her relationship with 
Weiss, there are no two-carat rings or accusations of physical violence 
on either side. She is pleasant to be with. And, after our interview. 
Shannon Doherty offers driving-impaired me a lift back to my hotel. 
She's a gracious car host, apologizing for her upholstery's thick layer of 
dog hair, tossing a ticket from the passenger's seat onto the dashboard. 
On the way, her father calls on the car phone. "How was your inter- 
view?" he asks. "Good," says Shannen. "She's in my car right now." 
Her father warns her. "You have to be very wary of these journalists," he 
says. "Early in your career, they took everything you said and twisted it 
around." Shannen laughs. "No, dad, she's really sweet," she says. "She 
wouldn't be in my car if she wasn't." And then Doherty hangs up the 
phone and speeds me toward Hollywood. • 
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Among the post-hippie rock group Phish's 
many civilized qualities is its subsidy of a 
volunteer cleanup crew dubbed, not sur- 
prisingly, the Green Crew. In exchange for 
supplying recycling bags in parking areas 
and helping to pick up after the show, the 
Vermont quartet spots these dozen-odd 
tour-heads gas money, tickets, the occa- 
sional dinner, and handsome North Face 
parkas subtly embossed with the band's 
piscine logo. During one of the dozen or so 
Phish shows I've seen over the past year, a 
lanky and serious team member named 
Squirrel told me that before he lit out with 
Phish, he. used to be a Deadhead. "But," he 
said, "you kind of realize they're old and in 
the way. And besides," he added with pride, 



"the Dead's trash crew doesn't pick up half the stuff we do." 

As of August 9, of course, comparisons with the Grateful Dead are 
essentially moot. Which isn't to say that Phish members didn't grieve 
when Jerry Garcia died. "Every speck of me wishes he was still alive," 
bassist Mike Gordon said at the time. But Phish's lineage extends wider 
and deeper than the late '60s. Formed more than a decade ago in crunchy 
Burlington, Vermont, where the quartet still resides, Phish is rock music's 
biggest dirty little secret. A radio nonentity, and only relatively lucrative 
in terms of record sales, Phish grossed more than $10 million on the 
road in 1994, making them one of the country's most successful touring 
bands. And with the Dead's road karma in serious retrograde, Phish may 
soon find itself with more fans than the relatively intimate venues they've 
stuck to so far can comfortably accommodate. Thus one fan's online sug- 
gestion of banners reading WELCOME TO YOUR PHIRST PHISH SHOW . NOW 
GO HOME!! 

As the most visible and exciting example of '90s improvised rock, Phish 
has much to answer for — especially to tight-assed adherents of alternative 
rock. "A lot of the difference between us and other bands," suggests gui- 
tarist and Nirvana fan Trey Anastasio diplomatically, "is that our personality 
emerges through the music and not the lyrics. At best, we're not striking a 
pose and we're comfortable with who we are and whatever our emotion 
happens to be at that time. We've always tried to focus on change as cen- 
tral to the whole Phish thing. Everytime we go onstage we try to do some- 
thing we've never done before." 

Phish was spawned as a cover band in late 1983, playing its first gig 
at an ROTC Christmas formal until an unappreciative DJ slapped on 
Thriller. "I think we played 'I Heard It Through the Grapevine' about three 
times that night," recalls Anastasio, a scruffy, bearded redhead who pos- 
sesses the guileless affability of an Irish setter. After Anastasio's semes- 
ter-long hiatus from the University of Vermont, the band reformed as rock- 
ing progressives dedicated to flooring the group dynamic. With the loss of 
original guitarist Jeff Holdsworth, the foursome — consisting then as now 
of Anastasio, Gordon, keyboardist Page McConnell, and drummer Jon 
"Fish" Fishman — began spending long hours rehearsing Anastasio's com- 
plex compositions. 

Through ceaseless woodshedding — "practicing for the sake of practic- 
ing," says Gordon — Phish evolved into a mutant musical hybrid, with each 
of the four bringing something distinct to the table. "Mike started the blue- 
grass thing," says Anastasio. "He wanted to cover Bill Monroe's 'Uncle Pen' 
early on. Page wanted to learn jazz standards, Fish wanted to play calypso 
and hardcore, and I was writing these atonal fugues I wanted everybody to 
learn first." 

In tried-and-true jam-band tradition, Phish self-released its first album, 
Junta, in 1988. Its second, Lawn Boy, was picked up by Elektra, for whom 
they've recorded four subsequent discs: A Picture of Nectar, Rift, 
Hoist, and A Live One. Until A Live One, consisting of onstage tracks cho- 



spiritualists, and mind-fucking conceptual pranksters. More than anything 
else, however, a Phish show is like great sex, with periods of nearly 
unbearable tension followed by ecstatic release. And with so many songs 
about gliding, bouncing, swimming, flying, running, and falling, Phish could 
easily be a verb. 

"The gigs have been a total joy this tour," raves Trey Anastasio 

between bites of a denatured hotel fruit plate one afternoon during their 
summer tour. "Last night was so much fun, I was almost weeping at one 
point. Since nobody ever comes just to hear a single, everybody's there for 
the same reason, including us: to get to that point where you kind of step 
through the membrane or something, and all of a sudden you're in this 
wwwusshhht — and it's 
so fun to be there." 

Mike Gordon, who 
had been up late jam- 
ming with local boys the 
Rugby Road Hogs, rubs 
his eyes and agrees. 
"The thing you might not 
realize," he adds from 
behind soulful eyes and 
rock's last shag haircut, 
"is how easy it is for a 
band that improvises to 
get onstage, not listen to 
each other, and forget 
that communication is 
the whole point." 

Lengthy, open-ended 
jams have become main- 
stays of the Phish experi- 
ence. A Live One con- 
tains a 35-minute version 
of "Tweezer," one of sev- 
eral jam modules that 
dot the group's impro- 
vised set lists. Over the 
past year, tunes like 
"David Bowie," "Run Like 
an Antelope," "Maze," 
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Above, Anastasio on a megaphone; below. Phish-heads get gassed. 
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sen by the band from their 1994 tour, no single Phish album did the 
band justice. Nevertheless, the band's musical rep flourished via audience 
recordings — like the Dead and the Allman Brothers, Phish sanctions a 
small tapers section — and soundboard tapes released by the band itself. 

But nothing compares to the group's live presence. Augmented by Chris 
Kuroda's brain-bending lights, different species of Phish emerge nightly: 
unlikely arena rockers, intense starship pilots, vaudeville buffoons, modest 
American folkies, boundary-dissolving improvisers, roots-conscious 
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mate abstraction." In the beginning, he begins, "you have your safe haven. 
Then over time the jams become more abstract. I've never really liked 
abstract music; it doesn't seem to have any logic to it. I hope we can 
take people with us to a very abstract place, but one that's still connected to 
its grooves.'' 



After our interview, I join Mike Gordon for his habitual pre-show 

bike tour of the parking lot outside the shed they're playing on the outskirts 
of Philly. Gordon makes reserved small talk with slowly expanding clumps 
of fans. "Are we going to get a 'Mike's Song' tonight?" asks a big lug sport- 
ing a Gamehendge 420 T-shirt (Gamehendge refers to a hobbity song-cycle 
by Anastasio; the 420 is stoner shorthand for a good time to partake of the 
kind bud). "I would be the last to know," replies the bassist with myth- 
enhancing inscrutability. 

For a combo of its popularity, Phish remains uniquely accessible 
to its audience. A fan poll led to their covering the Beatles' "White Album" 
during a Halloween '94 gig (the group would have opted for Stevie 
Wonder's Innorvisions). Phish's production office services its mailing 
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"Mike's Song/Weekapaug Groove" have bloomed into alien musical 
environments in which the band roams freely in search of the perfect groove. 
According to both Anastasio and Gordon, much of their time onstage is spent 
in admittedly "mystical" states. 

"I've been trying to bridge the gap between dreaming at night and being 
awake," says Gordon. "From both directions. At night I do it by lucid dream- 
ing; I dream a lot about playing. And when we're playing, it feels like a 
dream a lot of the time." 

Anastasio, who became a father in August, compares the evolution of 
a Phish jam to the way in which individuals make their way through 
the world's increasingly abstract stages, from womb until death — "the ulti- 



list of more than 90,000 names with the band's newsletter and merch 
catalog, Doniac Schvice, an increasingly significant number of 
concert tickets are sold through the group's mail-order service; and 
the online phish.net newsgroup (rec. music. phish) gives numerous 
Phishheads a place to grovel for tapes and bitch about the influx 
of Deadheads. 

More important, contrary to the alternative scene's focus on alienation, 
despair, and general grouchiness, Phish isn't ashamed to affirm family and 
community values — not as abstract or rigid ideals, but rather as simple 
good things. With the loosest dress code in pop music (no piercings, tat- 
toos, or cosmetic amputations), Phish provides positive emotional release 
often verging on bliss. 

Which is not to say that the parking-lot scene doesn't contain some of the 
same irritating nitrous dealers, ticket scroungers, and potential gate-crashers 
familiar from a certain other subcult. The group's commercial ascension 
has presented the formerly close-knit Phish cult with some new problems. 
"It seems like people who come to a lot of shows are on the same side 
of the fence as we are," says Page McConnell. "They don't like the 
people who are there for strictly capitalist reasons any more than we do. 
And they don't like the change in the dynamic of the parking lot. These peo- 
ple are directly affected; it's their scene. Rather than just say, 'Whatever 
happens, happens,' we are trying to take a few proactive steps." These 
include vigorous discouragement of nitrous sales and a crackdown on 
bootleg T-shirts. 

Can Phish and its fans successfully circle its wagons against the curse 
of encroaching stardom? If the ease with which the group's extended fam- 
ily of musicians, crew, and fellow travelers hang together is any indication, 
their scene is safe. In fact, you can't wander around an East Coast concert 
for long without bumping into a band relative or three, recognizable by 
their official Phish Parent laminates. Executive Vice President of Prince- 
ton's Educational Testing Service, Ernie Anastasio delights in recounting 
parentally idealized versions of his son's compositional achievements. (In 
his teens Trey wrote children's songs with his mother, Diane Anastasio, 
who edited Sesame Street magazine.) When neobohemian Mimi Fishman 
isn't on tour with her son's group — really on tour, hitching rides and crash- 
ing with fans — you might find her sharing the stage with jam-band friends 
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of Fish's like Syracuse's Sons of Papaya. 
"When you meet her, you understand a lot 
about Fish," notes Trey. Marge Gordon designs 
the backdrops employed onstage by Phish. "I 
always thought it was cool to have a mom 
whose job was to go into a huge room with 
buckets of paint, roll or smear it on big pieces 
of canvas, and make something beautiful out of 
it," says Mike. And Page McConnell seems to 
have inherited the creative impulse of his father, 
who helped to develop Tylenol at McNeil Labo- 
ratories in response to his wife's aspirin intoler- 
ance. Better living through chemistry, indeed. 

Phish, inspired by the Grateful Dead, has 

itself inspired a road-hungry handful of younger 
groups. The best of these third-generation 
jam bands — moe., Ominous Seapods, and 
Moon Boot Lover — reflect an unexpectedly 
wide assortment of influences, particularly 
funk, ska, and the humorous eccentricity of 
Frank Zappa. Most of all, however, they like 
to play their butts off for hours at a time. 
Fuck postpunk minimalism, they seem to say, 
let's merge. 

As for being categorized as a "psychedelic 
band," Anastasio makes no apologies. "I think 
that's deserved. And I like that reputation on 
a certain level, especially if 'psychedelic' 
means a band that thinks of music as a 
community builder to bring people together." 
As for the other obvious connotation of "psy- 
chedelic," Gordon confesses that "I've never 
dosed in my entire life." The rest of the band 
attempted to pass the acid test onstage 
together only once, at "a sort of Goddard Col- 
lege non-gig." 

"It was awful," recalls Anastasio. "We liter- 
ally just stood there for 45 minutes. Then 
ran. Screaming." 

A recent addition to Guitar World's stable 
of virtuoso musician-columnists, Anastasio 
balks at the group's longtime image as a psy- 
chedelic novelty act. He was particularly ran- 
kled by Rolling Stone's review of last year's 
New Year's Eve show, which included a $50,000 
flying hot dog. 

"Around that hot dog thing was three and a 
half hours of composed and improvised music," 
complains Anastasio. "But do you ever hear 
about that? You hear about the trampolines or 
Fish's dick [exposed during the aforementioned 
Halloween gig] or the big balls [that the audi- 
ence bounce around the room] — and a lot of 
nights none of that stuff happens. But if s a long 
show and we throw in a couple of fun things 
because, well, it's fun." 

"This has been frustrating to me," continues 
Anastasio, who's releasing Surrender to the Air, an 
album of extended improvisations with a daring 
hodgepodge of musicians (including John 
Medesky, Marc Ribot, and former Sun Ra 
accompanists Michael Ray and Marshall Allen) 
this spring. "Because what I spend all my time 
thinking about is the actual music. Music is my 
god. It's the way I've been able to bring myself 
together with the universe. It's the only thing I've 
found so far that can lift me to that point without 
bad side effects." • 
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^ ^ I battered "rootsmobile" screeches to a stop on one of the 
busiest streets in Port au Spain, Trinidad. Tomorrow night, reggae's top 
superstar Buju Banton, who in 1992 broke Bob Marley s record for the most 
no. 1 singles in one year on the Jamaican music charts, will headline a con- 
cert at the National Stadium Car Park. But right now he's touring the city, 
looking for T-shirts and some last-minute excitement. Banton has no body- 
guards — "Who's gonna bodyguard the bodyguard?" the 22-year-old asks, 
quoting a classic Mighty Diamonds tune — so he hits the sidewalk unpro- 
tected and is immediately mobbed by those he calls "sistren" and 
"brederen," admirers waving scraps of paper to be autographed and beg- 
ging for free passes to the show. "You talk about equal rights and all that, 
but you won't feel this music if you don't feel this vibe that the sufferahs 
feel," Banton says. 

The tall, wiry singer/DJ is today's "voice of Jamaica" for good reason. In 
turn a vehicle for Old Testament thunder, aching vulnerability, or bawdy wit, 
his basso growl has revived hopes that once seemed lost with Bob Marley. 
Born Mark Myrie, Banton was the youngest of 15 children in a family 
descended from the Maroons — bands of Jamaican slaves who escaped 
into the island's eerie moonscape interior and successfully fought off 
British regiments. He grew up in Barbican, a Kingston ghetto, where he was 
dubbed Buju, the Maroon word for breadfruit, for his childhood chubbiness. 
By 12, he was sneaking out to all-night dance sessions and calling himself 
"Banton" after perfomer Burro Banton. At 14, he had two singles in 
release — and lost his 20-year-old brother in "a head-on collision with the 
law. He was my icon," says Banton. "It helped to mold the man I am today." 

That young man, not yet 20 himself, wrote "Tribal War" — from Voice of 
Jamaica, the 1993 album that marked Banton's American debut — which 



called on Jamaica's rival political factions to stop the 
violence and led to a meeting with Prime Minister P.J. 
Patterson. The following year's "Murderer" (included on 
Banton's recent American release 'Til Shiloh) was a 
searing indictment that sparked dancehall reggae's the- 
matic shift from swaggering sex-and-gun "chat" 
towards potent "roots and culture" topics, informed by 
^a^t the Rastafarian view of the black struggle 

Banton remains best-known in the U.S., though, for 
the notorious "Boom Bye Bye," a violently hateful song 
J targeting gays, which the performer recorded at age 1 5. 
J "It's important that the world know I'm not the homopho- 
bic kid who was placed on the front page of the New 
York Post," Banton maintains in 1995. Jamaican society, 
in general, views homosexuality from a point of view 
slightly to the right of Pat Robertson's. Banton, unfortu- 
nately, is no exception to his culture's rule. "I dont blame 
them," he says of gay people, "and I don't blame me nei- 
ther. So you see, everybody to their own respective cor- 
ner." Yet Banton considers his most important work to 
be Operation Willy, a condom awareness campaign and 
charity for children with AIDS founded with royalties 
earned from Voice's "Willy (Don't Be Silly)." 

Banton's newest album, 'Til Shiloh (Loose Cannon/ 
Island), is a groundbreaking synthesis of classic rock- 
ers' soul-guidance for the spiritually stranded, and digital dancehall's 
euphoric celebration of things carnal. The power and emotional honesty of 
Banton's gravelly yet surprisingly melodious sing/chant style has already 
become the aesthetic compass for a young generation of Jamaican artists, 
rediscovering the reverence of their music. 

Some question the sincerity of Banton and others currently singing Jah's 
praises. "When they say 'Selassie I,' whether they mean it or not, it's the 
right words," he responds, his coal-black eyes flashing a fiery underglow. 
"Words possess the power. I dedicate that question to the press: Do you 
think when a man say 'Kill, kill, kill with gun' that he really mean it? You do. 
Yet when him say 'Love Rastafari,' you fail to believe that him mean it. Why 
don't you give him the benefit of the doubt? You don't want us ever to be 
positive, so that a race of positive black people can emerge. 

"People are afraid to come to my shows," he continues, "literally scared 
that there's going to be bashing and killing all night. It's never like that. 
Coming to a Buju Banton show is like taking a ride on a Ferris wheel." 
About 15,000 young Trinidadians show up Saturday night for a "ride" in the 
National Stadium. The only hint of danger comes from screaming girls 
packed together in front. Ignoring raised police batons, they climb the wire 
mesh fence, forcing it to the ground in an effort to get closer to their idol. 
"It's just sensation for them," an older rastaman comments sadly. But Ban- 
ton knows better. He returns their love with a scorching hour and a half of 
"boom shells" drawn from his four albums and 65 singles to date. 

Once the screams died away, Banton used to think, he'd practice law. 
Today, he shakes his head at the notion. "I would strive to prosecute so much 
people that it wouldn't make no sense," he says with a wry laugh. "Right now 
my theme as a lawyer is being executed in a more diplomatic manner." • 
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In the decade since American bombers blitzed 
Tripoli, Ronald Reagan's favorite mad leader has 
vanished into Libya's desert sands. Rory Nugent 
looks high and low for Muammar Qaddaf i-tne 
man, the myth, and a nation made in his image. 
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Muammar Qaddafi will speak at eight in the evening. The first busload 

of students and low-level bureaucrats arrives around lunchtlme. Other 
transports follow, and it's not long before an official from the Ministry of 
Culture takes charge. He assigns seating and leads the more than 100 
enthusiasts through cheerleading routines. Hand signals are memorized 
and then tested: A raised index finger means stand and applaud; an out- 
stretched pinkie sends fists skyward; while a five-finger flash cues a deaf- 
ening round of whoops, yelps, and screams of counterfeit joy. 

"Louder," the orchestrator urges. "We must not disappoint Brother Qaddafi 
tonight. The nation will be watching.... And remember; Be spontaneous." 



The crowd responds, loosing a squall before settling into rhythmic 
gusts, chanting, "Muammar. Muammar. Muammar...." 

I begin to feel as if I'm on a first-name basis with the Libyan leader and 
start looking for an unguarded exit to pursue the man who invited me to Libya. 
The most valued name in Tripoli follows me out the door and down the 
sidewalk, becoming a whisper as I hit the macadam. With five hours to go 
before showtime, and my head aswirl with images of the shock-haired 
Qaddafi, I've decided to drop in on him at home. 

He stood me up all last week. No reasons were given, but there was talk 
of problems he had to sort out by himself in the desert. Some people go to 
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shrinks; others closet themselves; Qaddafi goes 
deep into the Sahara. Supposedly rejuvenated, 
he returned to Tripoli a couple of days ago. Per- 
haps he's now ready to see me. Besides, a sur- 
prise visit should appeal to him. Libyan friends 
say that he likes to act on whim and abhors all 
routines other than a breakfast of bread and 
camel's milk. 

"WE ARE ALL MUAMMAR QADDAFI," a roadside 
billboard 20 yards away declaims, in giant black 
letters on a green field. Flustered by the 
thought, I keep my eyes on the approaching 
traffic, looking for a cab. Plenty of minibuses zip 
by, carrying workers to menial jobs on grave- 
yard shifts, but it's 20 minutes before an empty 
taxi appears. The cabbie stops and nods on 
hearing my destination: "Qaddafi's. Main gate, 
el-Aziziya Barracks." 

As we merge into traffic, I recall how others 
viewed the one-time host of the world terrorist 
network. Ronald Reagan considered Qaddafi 
the devil incarnate. Using a script drafted by his 
favorite armchair generals — a squad including 
Henry Kissinger, CIA chief William Casey, and 
Al "I'm in charge" Haig — President Reagan cast 
himself as an archangel, leading the forces of 
good against an evil cabal based in Libya. Egypt's 
Anwar Sadat was a bit more earthy, calling 
Qaddafi "One hundred percent sick and pos- 
sessed of the devil." Most, if not all, Western 
power brokers of the '80s agreed with Sadat, 
though sometimes adding their own twist. For 
instance, Richard Helms, the former head of the 
CIA, believed that "Qaddafi is in some respects 
crazy like a fox." 

Neither frenzy nor devilry alone fully explain 
a man who has remained in power for 26 years 
and counting. During that time, Qaddafi has rou- 
tinely thumbed his nose at the West, reducing 
its leaders and diplomats to oafish Elmer Fudds 
by eluding their gunshots, avoiding their politi- 
cal snares, and circumventing their economic 
traps. Like Fidel Castro, Qaddafi has exhibited remarkable 
staying power, proving the pundits wrong. But unlike Cas- 
tro, who relied on Soviet rubles and models, Qaddafi has 
done it alone, his vision bankrolled by oil revenue and 
shaped by his own curious interpretation of Utopian living. 
For a leader known for a big mouth, no real friends, and a 
host of powerful enemies, Qaddafi is a study in resilience. 
His career suggests that a man can be an island. 

Qaddafi has spent the past few years away from the glare that once 
attracted him, a moth to the fire. His exit from the world stage, however, has 
done little to change his image problem. This summer, with minimal debate, 
the United Nations voted to maintain trade and travel sanctions against 
Libya for its alleged role in the 1988 bombing of Pan Am Flight 103 over 
Lockerbie, Scotland. Indeed, America and its allies seem unwilling to for- 
give or forget Qaddafi's days as the global bad boy. They still consider him 
the rogue he was in the '80s, volatile and unpredictable, and potentially 
very dangerous. 

"We're watching him," a senior U.S. intelligence officer says, referring to 
what is perhaps the world's most expensive electronic bracelet: America's 
skyborne system of eyes and ears trained on North Africa and the Middle 
East. "And if he dares challenge us or screws up in any way, we're going to 
nail him," the officer adds, sounding like a cop monitoring a serial killer 
recently released from prison on an obscure technicality. 

In her memoirs, Margaret Thatcher expresses the prevailing Western 
point of view on why Qaddaf — who used to regularly compare himself to 
Napoleon, Garibaldi, and Saladin — has abandoned his claims to greatness. 
In 1986, American war planes dropped 60 tons of bombs on Libya, and the 




Muammar or mirage? Qaddafi after the bomb raid. 



attack, Thatcher insists, pounded 
some sense into him. Reagan 
ordered the strike in retaliation for 
Libya's presumed role in blowing up a 
German disco frequented by U.S. ser- 
vicemen. The raid turned out to be 
a tragic blunder, killing 37 Libyans — 
all casualties of the Reagan adminis- 
tration's preference for popularity 
polls over formulated policy. Months 
after the attack, the German police 
finished their investigation. It wasn't 
conclusive, but suggested Libya 
had no hand in the disco blast; inves- 
tigators pointed a finger at a PLO 
splinter group. 

Discerning observers offer up 
other reasons for Qaddafi's silence, 
ranging from better drugs and better 
doctors treating his manic depression 
to a public bored with an exhausted 
man in the throes of moral and intel- 
lectual bankruptcy. Most agree that 
there's little chance of Qaddafi's 
regaining top billing as a villain. Cer- 
tainly, he is now less apt to make 
headlines for the incendiary than for 
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the preposterous, like his recent announcement proposing 
the marriage of his son to Chelsea Clinton. He believes 
such a union would ease global tension and make the 
world a better place. The White House has no comment. 

Qaddafi, I was tipped over a two-bit cup of coffee 
earlier in the day, is only a few miles away from me, about 
a 15-minute cab ride to the other side of Tripoli. Supposedly, he has been 
spending the past few afternoons practicing his soccer kick, trying unsuc- 
cessfully to straighten out a hook that has kept him a second-rate player all 
his life. 

This information was passed along by my friend Anil. Anil is my age, 
foreign-educated, with chipmunk cheeks and a quick smile. We first met 
not long after I arrived in Tripoli. It was a chance encounter downtown. The 
mutual friend who introduced us was at the end of the block, talking to a 
pal. Close by Anil and me, standing in the shadows of sixteenth-century 
fortifications built by the Turks, kids were dribbling a soccer ball. I recall 
Anil's words that day, and later his fear of me. 

"Qaddafi has a problem with follow-through, too," Anil said, pointing at 
one kid flubbing a shot. "Qaddafi will attack the ball, you understand, hit it 
real hard, and send it curving somewhere out of bounds. He does not think 
ahead enough." 

"It sounds as if the inept fullback is no different from the politician," I 
offered, championing the American willingness to reduce complex issues 
into sports metaphors. 

Hearing my remark, Anil suddenly goes on alert. His eyes, now the size 
of walnuts, scan the area. There are at least five kinds of secret police in 
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Libya, from neighborhood morals cops to oil industry 
spooks, and some are less obvious than others. The 
coast is clear, no one is within earshot. Even so, 
Anil can't seem to relax anymore. He fidgets with his 
shirt, tucking and retucking it under his belt, all the 
while inching away from me. A thin line of sweat 
snakes along his upper lip and drains into the creases 
of taut muscles. 

Like everyone else I meet during my seven weeks in 
Libya, Anil is rattled by a foreigner mentioning 
Qaddafi's name in a public place. No doubt, some 
security man is watching us from a rooftop or from 
behind a window and will file a report documenting our 
encounter. In many government offices, American jour- 
nalists are considered the enemy, part of an ongoing 
imperialist plot to defame the Libyan revolution. The 
average citizen rightly fears anything but a benign con- 
versation with me. 

At last, Anil speaks. "I love Brother Qaddafi. I love 
my country. I love my family. 
Good-bye." He turns on his 
heels and strides away. 

Later, I better understand his 
particular skittishness: Anil is a 
leading member of 
the dissident move- 
ment. Paranoia, he 
says, comes with 
the turf. "This is a 
police state. Every- 
one is suspicious of 
everything." It took 
the endorsement of 
two mutual friends 
before Anil opened 
up to me. Luckily, 
we hit it off and start 
meeting clandes- 
tinely, always behind 
drawn curtains and 
rarely in the same 
place twice. 

As I prove reliable 
in shaking my gov- 
ernment tails and 
take chances re- 
searching tips and 
rumors, Anil gradu- 
ally introduces me 
to other dissidents. 
Among them is Ali, 
the reputed leader of 
the opposition move- 
ment. I'm told he is 
worth a hefty sum, 
with the police offer- 
ing a sizable reward 
for information about 
him. "If you hand me 
in now," he says, "you 
could buy 12 color 
TVs. All big screens." 
At the moment, he 
feels secure; but if 
the police up the ante, 
he may have to leave 



the country. "Once they start offering enough to buy 
a Mercedes, then I will think about escape." 

Ali has a boyish face, with soft features and hardly 
any stubble, but underneath his innocent looks 
are anger and bitterness. Several members of his 
extended family have been killed by Qaddafi, and 
he never tires of talking about exacting revenge. 
"What they did to Mussolini is nothing to how we will 
kill Qaddafi." 

Ali and I end up spending a lot of time together, usu- 
ally in the dead of night, between one and five in the 
morning. It's through him that I eventually meet dis- 
gruntled army officers, the men Qaddafi rightly fears as 
his only real threat. 

Qaddafi has proven himself merciless when it 
comes to dissenters. Sometimes they are jailed or exe- 
cuted, and other times they simply disappear without a 
trace. Law No. 71 of the Judicial Code assigns death to 
anyone opposed to Qaddafiism. Tripoli's soccer sta- 
dium doubles as the country's public gallows, turn- 
ing tragedy into repugnant spectacle. Qaddafi calls 
dissidents living abroad "stray dogs." He has sent 
M hit teams after them and is known to persecute 
their relatives still in Libya. 




A state artist pays tribute for a living. 
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I, therefore, agree to 
change the names of my 
informants and contacts. 
Likewise, I won't pinpoint 
meeting places. Notebooks 
detailing our conversations 
are hidden in construction 
debris near my hotel; mes- 
sage drops are established 
at friendly storefronts; and 
since both American and 
Libyan spooks scan the air- 
waves, we devise a simple 
code to communicate over 
the phone. An illegally hired 
car gets me around at night, 
when it's easy to avoid 
detection while leaving my 
digs or roaming the coun- 
tryside. A friendly and 
money-hungry Sudanese 
mechanic fiddles with the 
car ignition and devises a 
jury-rigged system that can 
be started with a well- 
placed alligator clip. This 
calms the car owner — if 
I'm caught, he can say the 
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ing, "Lydia Oh Lydia / That encyclo-pid-i-a / Oh Lydia, the queen of tattoo." 
"Libya, Libya, Libya, 
Land of hopes and dreams. 
Where once oppressed, 
We are free. 

Where once was trouble, 
We find harmony. 
Libya, Libya, Libya, 
Land of hopes and..." 

"Things are pretty good," Maresh says, as we sip tea in one of his 

computer stores. His BMW is parked outside, and stacks of electronic giz- 
mos await delivery to new owners. The U.N. trade embargo does not apply 
to consumer items, which carry price tags no different from those in Rome 
or London. 

Maresh is trim and fit; I guess his age at 40, and he says I'm close. He 
lives in a spacious, expensive-looking house with his wife and their eight 
children. Once active in revolutionary politics and a fervent backer of 




He confides his desire for open, multi-party 
elections, "Voting is a good thing, I think, and so are choices." But he won't 
trash Qaddafi in any way, as if badmouthing the Leader would also mean 
denying a good chunk of himself back when he was an ardent booster. 
Besides, he says, it was the most exciting period of his life. "We changed 
things. It was an upheaval of the best kind ... We made a lot of dreams come 
true." Each time I remark on Libya's repressive one-party system, Maresh 
quickly changes the topic to sports, business opportunities, or cars. 

Barely middle-aged, Maresh straddles the gulf separating the old Libya 
from the new. He grew up in a tent he shared with his parents and seven 
siblings. His father tended goats and unproductive gardens, and up until he 
was 15, Maresh assumed a hardscrabble life would be his as well. Qaddafi, 
he says, opened up a whole new world for him and his generation. "My 
parents and uncles were illiterate, and now I write software for the school 
system. Brother Qaddafi led us out of darkness. We cannot forget that." 

I repeat some of this to my friend Ali, the opposition leader. He groans 
and says he has heard it all before. Indeed, Maresh speaks for the majority. 
"It's a big lie Qaddafi passes on as the truth. People mistakenly believe they 
owe Qaddafi and will always be in his debt. They think nothing would have 
changed without him. That is wrong, wrong, wrong. We owe Qaddafi noth- 
ing but a bullet in the head. 

"Qaddafi denies us our freedom. And without freedom, we are really 
very poor, just as poor as our parents and grandparents." 

The old Libyan opposition party, the National Salvation Front, was 
banned by Qaddafi years ago. Its leaders relocated to Algeria and Tunisia, 
where they continue to operate on low volume. Ali and his cohorts deny 
any association with the NSF. He says it "is filled with Qaddafi rats." If Ali's 
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"a party with dirty sex in the living room, filthy funk on the stereo, 
dodgy stimulants on the stairwell, the same freaky dancing 
carrying on from the night before." 

-the face 

"(it's great ...) should remind the world that shaun ryder is a man with 
a sense of humor and a sense of style. It's witty, wickedly groovy, 
psychotic, profane, funky and downright hilarious...lt's brilliant, 
moving even, there isn't a single dud track on it... 10/10." 

■• new musical express 




former happy monday shaun ryder 

is back with a new band 

and the number one album in britain 
touring america november/december 1995 
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group has a name, he won't divulge it. "We are 
a brotherhood. Just call us the good guys." 
He's just as evasive when it comes to the mem- 
bership roll. All he will say is "We are many, 
many.'' Releasing specifics, he claims, will aid 
the police network, which is one of the few 
things he feels runs smoothly in Libya. 

While Ali talks about challenging the politi- 
cal order, tribes in southern Libya are in 
active revolt. In fact, a good chunk of the 
south is out of Qaddafi's control. Carjackings, 
for instance, are common in the oil-producing region of the southeast Fez- 
zan, and oil companies now transport their employees to and from the 
desert wells in armed convoys. More telling, perhaps, is the availability of 
firearms shipped from the desert to the coastal cities. A black-market 
dealer in Tripoli offers me an AK-47 and 500 rounds of ammunition for 
S200. Prices are even cheaper, I'm told, in the Tibesti area that borders 
Chad. This is the same region where Libya reputedly deployed and subse- 
quently lost a billion dollars' worth of Soviet weaponry during its unsuc- 
cessful war with Chad in the early '80s. It's said that the local tribes oper- 
ate like the Mafia. 

Yet these locally controlled regions are isolated pockets and pose little 
threat to Qaddafi. More than 85 percent of the population lives within 15 
miles of the sea. and there's no mistaking who's in control here. I manage to 
interview two chiefs of the southern tribes, and they confirm plans to con- 
solidate their territory. Content to operate in the remote desert and moun- 
tain districts and beyond easy reach of the army, they don't want to challenge 
Qaddafi on his turf. "We have no desire to upset Brother Qaddafi," a Berber 
chief says. "War is bad for business." 

Ali surprises me one day with an offer to observe an opposition 
meeting. The elaborate precautions surrounding my arrival raise expecta- 
tions of a hardcore group plotting and scheming in a dingy room. Instead, 
the blindfold is removed inside an upper-middle-class living room filled 
with men in Beatle boots who drove to the cell meeting in fancy cars. 
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The TV is tuned to CNN, and it stays on the whole time. There's no talk of 
revolution, but plenty of griping about naughty children and aching 
hammertoes. Qaddafi is regularly vilified: however, there's no 
indication that this group has any serious action in the works. All of this 
confirms the opinion of one southern chief who believes the northern 
opposition exists "only in the minds of a few unhappy men." I leave the 
meeting feeling exhausted, drained by people angling for sympathy. 
Ali is insulted by this, but he offers nothing besides excuses and 
more complaints. 

Libya is young, a post-war baby birthed at the Potsdam Conference 

in 1945. That's when Stalin supposedly threw down his fist on a map and 
demanded Italy's former North African holdings. Churchill and Truman had 
their own plans, but compromised to block a Soviet presence in the Mediter- 
ranean. The United Nations ended up in control of Libya and drafted a for- 
mer resistance fighter, Sayid Idris, to be king. Not long after the country 
gained independence in 1951, King Idris became bored with the affairs of 
state and gradually absented himself from government duties. The United 
States and England managed foreign policy, while cronies of Idris mangled 
domestic affairs and institutionalized venality. 

Qaddafi, born in 1942 to humble shepherds, spent these years mapping 
his future. His guide and spiritual mentor was Egypt's Abdel Nasser — he 
memorized Nasser's radio broadcasts calling for socialist action and an 
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A thousand pictures are as good as one word: Qaddafi. 



Arab political construct that could check the rising Star of David. Nasser put 
the West on notice to pack its bags before being forcibly evicted. Politicized 
by these thoughts and enraptured by the dream of pan-Arabism, Qaddafi 
started organizing opposition to King Idris. He put together his first anti-gov- 
ernrnent cell at age 17, and by the time he left college, he had scores of 
eight-man cells in his control. 



Qaddafi joined the army and quickly rose through the ranks, 
all the time building more cells and reading books on socialism 
and syndicalism. Come 1969, when he was 27, Qaddafi led his 
coup against Idris. Libyan history really begins here. 

"Overnight we had someone we could look up to and iden- 
tify with," Maresh says, pouring me another cup of tea. "I 
remember the day when I took down his picture from a news- 
paper that hung over the bed I shared with three of my brothers 
and decided to make my own. It was May 10, 1970. Nobody told 
me to do it. I used crayons and chalk. My father hung it on the side 
of the tent. Soon, my cousins were making their own pictures." 

"I am not proud to admit it, but, yes, I painted pictures of 
Qaddafi all the time when I was young," AM says. He is sec- 
onded by others in his cell, one of whom says, "Qaddafi came 
to our village when we got electricity. It was a big, big deal. We 
had never seen a lightbulb before 1973. He was my hero." A 
friend of Ali's adds, "Our village wrote songs about Qaddafi 
after the water pump arrived. My mother thought he was a saint 
when she saw water flow from a spigot. It was a miracle 
to her after a lifetime of carrying buckets from the well two 
kilometers away." 

Qaddafi bolstered his position by pouring oil revenue back 
into the land. Billions were spent on education; more still into 
building an infrastructure and a modern army. He flexed the 
nation's muscles, kicking out American and British troops. He 
boxed the oil giants and won every round: By 1973 the state 
owned a majority share in all domestic petroleum businesses. 
For the first time ever, Libya was free from foreign armies and in control of 
its own resources. 

"I guess until 1974 Qaddafi was good for Libya," Ali concedes. "But every 
day after that is another reason to shoot him." It was about this time that 
America, too, gave up on Libya. Initially, Washington sided with Qaddafi, 
tipping him about a counter-coup in the works and selling him military 

continued on page 141 



weirdness galore. Plus, check this, all for a couple $$ more than regular, 
soon-to-be-defunct, audio CDs. Hit the music and computer stores. 
Our web site: ordermaster@numill.com. Gotta go (peace sign). 
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Lifestyles salutes everyone who 
entered our "Condoms and Safer 
Sex in the 90 s" Video Contest. 

In video after video, you showed us what was 
really on your mind when it comes to condoms 
and safer sex. Some were funny. Some were 
outrageous. Some were deadly serious. 

But all of them proved you were thinking with 
your heads about sex, instead of, well.. .you know. 
So, congratulations to our top winning videos! 



Get a look at the winning videos 
on the Internet and see how you 
can get a FREE Lifestyles T-Shirt! 

If you like to "surf" just click on over to the 
Lifestyles Web site. We'll not only give you a 
sneak preview of some of the winning videos, 
you can also get details on how to walk away 
with one of our Free T-Shirts. 

There's even a "talk-back" forum to give us 
your opinion on the videos, or anything that's 
important to you. C'mon, we'd love to hear 
from you. 
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Making your choices easier. 




Now that IV drug use is 
a leading cause of AIDS in 
the U.S., will Congress 
finally fund needle-exchange 
programs? Alyssa Kalz 
dissects the controversy. 



In 1988, at the height of the war on drugs, 

Congress banned the federal funding of pro- 
grams that distribute needles to intravenous 
drug users. Back then, guerrilla activists risked 
arrest for handing out new needles in exchange 
for used ones that might transmit AIDS and other 
infectious diseases. 

The needle-exchange movement grew, city by 
city, as funding was secured from other sources 
and local officials displayed varying degrees 
of tolerance. By 1992, Congress said it would 



reconsider its ban if an independent panel of sci- 
entists could convince the Surgeon General that 
needle-exchange programs prevent the spread 
of AIDS without encouraging drug use. 

This September the panel, organized by the 
National Academy of Sciences, finally released 
its report. Much as dozens of other studies 
from all over the world had previously con- 
cluded, the panel found that "needle-exchange 
programs should be regarded as an effective 
strategy to prevent infectious disease," and 
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recommended that the ban be lifted. 

Needle-exchange activists seem 
amused by the bureaucratic contor- 
tions that led to the report. Says 
Donald Grove of New York's Harm 
Reduction Center, "If you can't get 
HIV from a clean needle, why are 
they spending so much time study- 
ing this?" It doesn't take an epi- 
demiologist to understand how 
such programs help stop the 
spread of AIDS. In most states, the 
possession of a syringe for the pur- 
pose of injecting illicit drugs is ille- 
gal; in nine of them, including Cali- 
fornia, New York, and New Jersey, 
it's illegal to carry a hypodermic 
at all without a prescription. Thus 
needles are scarce and often 
expensive — in Los Angeles, they've 
been known to go for five dollars 
apiece — many users end up sharing 
works. Not coincidentally, the rates 
of HIV infection among IV drug 
users in those nine states are the 
highest in the nation. 

Maria, a regular at the Lower East 
Side Needle Exchange, became 
HIV-positive after frequently sharing 
needles with her brothers, sister, 
and cousin. The last thing she 
wants to do now is give HIV to any- 
one else, so she trades in her old 
ones to make sure they don't get 




New rigs for old: A needle-exchange crew prepares to save some lives. 



used again. She's kind of an ambas- 
sador for the center. "If someone 
needs one, I give them out for free 
at night, when this place isn't open." 
Some visitors to needle exchanges 
aren't so scrupulous: They pick up 
a bunch of free syringes and sell 
them at shooting galleries. But that's 
hardly an indictment of the pro- 
grams — if anything, it's an indication 



that needles should be decrimi- 
nalized entirely. 

For kids just starting out, needles 
are kind of beside the point anyway. 
You can attribute heroin's recent 
renaissance to retro-'70s vogue, but 
a big reason for its renewed popular- 
ity is the increasing purity of prod- 
uct—cuts that can be snorted or 
smoked. The clinics' clientele tend to 



be veteran users. "No one says, 
'Wow, there's a needle exchange! 
Let's start shooting dope!' " says 
Rick, a visitor to the Lower East Side 
storefront, a homey room filled with 
tattered couches and AIDS literature. 

Still, some beginners inevitably 
move on to shooting up. At Clean 
Needles Now in L.A., 60 percent of 
the clientele is under the age of 30, 



"For us this is an opportunity to get all this stuff out that there really isn't room for on our own records" — Adam Clayton 
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"We wanted to make an album in six weeks" — Bono 

"This album doesn't sound like anything you'd 
expect from either of us" — Brian Eno 
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and 45 percent under 24. "A lot of 
them have never shared," proudly 
declares Renee Edgington, the pro- 
gram's cofounder and director. "It's 
just like young people who've only 
known safer sex." Of course, the 
stigma of condoms is nothing com- 
pared to the cringe-inducing subject 
of needles — we're not likely to see 
fishbowls full of hypodermics any- 
time soon. If they're tolerated any- 
where, it's in L.A., where Clean Nee- 
dles Now got started in 1992 with 
money from a benefit concert fea- 
turing the Red Hot Chili Peppers, 
Beastie Boys, and the debut of 
Porno for Pyros. 

The program serves 1 ,500 people 
a month, but it still operates on the 
legal outer limits. Governor Pete Wil- 
son has consistently vetoed the 
state legislature's attempts to fund 
needle programs, so 14 counties 
across the state have resorted to 
declaring states of emergency in 
order to qualify for state money. The 
L.A. city council rubber-stamps its 



cases among children are ultimately 
a result of intravenous transmission. 

No advocate ever fails to mention 
that the exchanges bring people into 
contact with treatment programs, a 
point the Academy report seconds. 

That's the kind of pragmatic rea- 
soning that might appeal to a Sur- 
geon General; previous ones have 
been willing to buck political pres- 
sure and do the right thing. Now 
that the position is vacant, though, 
it will be left to President Clinton's 
Department of Health and Human 
Services, and Secretary Donna Sha- 
lala, to accept or reject the panel's 
findings. With Clinton politically 
vulnerable, the administration may 
stall and simply hope the issue 
blows over. There's also a chance 
that needle exchange could get the 
wrong kind of attention in the com- 
ing election year and become a 
wide-open political target. 

The panel's recommendation might 
not be so quickly buried by a preen- 
ing Congress. If there's one thing 



The stigma of condoms is nothing 
compared to needles— we're not 
likely to see fishbowls full of syringes. 



approval every two weeks, treating 
IV-transmitted AIDS, appropriately 
enough, as a disaster on the order 
of an earthquake, flood, or fire. 

The National Academy of Sciences 
report concluded: "The HIV epidemic 
in this country is now clearly driven 
by infections occurring in the popu- 
lation of injection drug users, their 
sexual partners, and their offspring." 
In 1994, 35 percent of new AIDS 
cases were attributed to IV drug use, 
up from 12 percent in 1981, and the 
proportion is steadily rising. And the 
Centers for Disease Control — which 
two years ago published its own 
study recommending that "substan- 
tial federal funds" be committed to 
needle exchange — now believes that 
the majority of new HIV infections 
can be traced to a dirty needle. 

If there's one population even less 
appealing to the conservatives hold- 
ing the federal purse strings than 
gay men, it's intravenous drug users, 
a disproportionate number of whom 
are minorities. Even if Congress 
does reauthorize funding for needle 
exchanges, it seems unlikely that 
any money will be forthcoming while 
far less controversial programs like 
Medicare are being disemboweled. 
But it may be a political liability to 
ignore the evidence on pediatric 
AIDS: An estimated 70 percent of 



that wins more hearts on Capitol Hill 
than a salvo on the moral order, it's 
the art of translating human lives 
into dollars and cents. Jon Parker, 
who founded the nation's very first 
needle-exchange programs (in New 
Haven and Boston), predicts that 
the bottom line will have the final 
word: "The conservative estimate 
is that it costs $100,000 to take 
care of an addict with AIDS." In New 
York City alone, where there are an 
estimated 100,000 IV drug users 
with HIV, that could add up to bil- 
lions of dollars. 

At least the high cost of AIDS is 
getting noticed by some of the right 
people. Representative Gary Acker- 
man (D-NY) cites it as a reason why 
he's planning to urge Congress to 
reconsider the needle funding ban. 
The Republican mayor of L.A., 
Richard Riordan, has said that the 
programs make good business 
sense, estimating that they save the 
city $500 million a year in public 
health costs. 

"So I'm asking, can we have 
some of this money?" Clean Nee- 
dles Now's Edgington asks brightly. 
In the meantime, she's keeping her 
fingers crossed, hoping that Califor- 
nia's attorney general will leave 
alone the barely legal local efforts 
to save lives. • 
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SMASHING PUMPKINS 
Melon Collie and the Infinite Sadness 

Virgin 

BILLY CORGAN WANTS to rule— and own, and be— the world. Well, he's 
hardly the first. The hours-long, two-CD opus that Smashing Pumpkins 
have now ushered into being is the kind that always signals a pop group's 
heroic quest for the fundament of their own imaginings, the ultimate mean- 
ing of rock — and art, and life. Whether it's the Beatles, Yes, Springsteen, 
Prince, Guns N' Roses, Fleetwood Mac, or Aphex Twin, double-album 
artists are little princes tending musical planets they hope their fans will 
settle. The point is to get as many people as possible obsessively con- 
vinced that this is it, the only album worth owning. If the talent matches the 
pretension, a double album can convince you of that by encompassing and 
expanding the pop moment that produced it. If not, it's just Chicago VII. 

Committing himself to this dangerous task, Billy Corgan has built 
the asteroid of his dreams. Melon Collie jumps beyond the sound perfec- 
tion of Siamese Dream to 
take on the entirety of 
today's monster rock — the 
arena-sized style that trans- 
formed the dinosaur inani- 
ties of heavy metal and art 
rock by steeping them in 
punk's emotional acid bath, 
burning off the music's fat 
but preserving its grandilo- 
quence. Corgan's coproduc- 
ers Alan Moulder and Flood 
helped define this genre 
through their work with such 
big-brained artists as My 
Bloody Valentine, U2. Nine 
Inch Nails, and PJ Harvey; 
those are just a few of the 
challengers Billy takes on 
(and in) here, swallowing his 
influences whole and spit- 
ting them out covered in 
the new skin of Smashing 
Pumpkins pop songs. 

This isn't the kind of 
double album you'll men- 
tally condense into one 
disc. That's partly because 
Smashing Pumpkins make 
music that rejects standard 
song-shapes in favor of a 
more ambient, uncontain- 
able sonic narrative. Some 
moments here do stick: the 
gnarly "Bullet with Butterfly 

Wings," and the heartfelt "33," a lighter-lifter if there ever was one. The 
nine-minutes-plus "Porcelina of the Vast Oceans" perfects the band's spe- 
cial whoosh-crunch brand of lysergic metal, and "X.Y.U." is one of the 
meanest and most cathartic songs ever recorded about a girl. But these 
are just especially cultivated patches in a garden that's all very lush. 
Working like a band instead of a studio unit, the Pumpkins lean hard into 
each song, overcoming the coldness that often weakened their attack in 
the past. 

Yet Melon Collie isn't quite the masterwork it means to be, and the rea- 
son it falls short is the reason Corgan aimed so high in the first place. To 
fill in the blank between himself and the world, he needs to start out as 
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solidly as possible; great double albums do this, either through a focused 
individual vision (Prince, Springsteen) or a dynamic group tension (the 
Beatles, Fleetwood Mac). But it's precisely Corgan's ambivalence about 
his own place, and the romanticism and anger such uncertainty produces, 
that make him strive so hard. That's also why, despite his arrogance, 
he's so loved by fans — he sings for the awkward adolescent 
in all of us, the mad little creature wanting to conquer, destroy, and 

embrace life all at once. As 
his peers find their master 
narratives and claim them — 
Bono wrestling with the devil, 
Harvey nailing the feminine, 
Reznor channeling deprav- 
ity — Corgan finds it hard to 
focus, and cleverly makes 
his handicap his strength. 

So he takes up residence in 
"the resolute urgency of now," 
as he calls it on the first vocal 
track on Melon Collie, and 
hopes that momentary pas- 
sion proves strong enough to 
keep things together. He begs 
his listeners to "believe in me 
as I believe in you." But what 
he believes in (or, more pre- 
cisely, what he can capture in 
words) fluctuates constantly. 
One moment he despairs, 
then puffs up like a hero; he 
decries love, then claims it's 
all he needs. He decides 
nothing is important, then 
declares there's no way to 
disconnect. Because Smash- 
ing Pumpkins' music is itself 
so relentlessly introspective, 
with even the angriest songs 
imploding instead of explod- 
ing, Corgan's struggles to 
define himself drain power 
from his work. 

This is a problem he's clearly working on — as odd as it is to say about a 
self-styled grand opus like this one, Melon Collie shows Smashing Pump- 
kins to be still growing, still moving. Rock is in another titanic age; its new 
demigods are reinventing the myths and redrawing the territories. Times 
like these make it easy to think too much of yourself. So Corgan chooses 
a role with maximum versatility: Several times, he calls himself a fool, and 
if there's any thread holding this epic together, it's the journey of the 
bravest and most whimsical of Tarot card figures, who ventures into all ter- 
ritories as a guide for the less adventurous. Billy might have to circle the 
world a few times before he gets to own it. But the journey isn't going to 
get boring any time soon. ann powers 
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WHAT DO THE WORLD'S 
GREATEST POP STARS 
HAVE IN COMMON? 



INNER 
CITY 
BLUES 

THE MUSIC OF 

MARVIN GAYE 

INTERPRETATIONS BY: BONO. BOYZ II MEN, NENEH CHERRY, 
DIGABLE PLANETS. NONA GAYE. MADONNA WITH MASSIVE ATTACK, 
SOONDS OF BLACKNESS. SPEECH, LISA STANSFIELO. STEVIE WONOER 
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LLi GREEN DAY 
Insomniac 

Reprise 

Green Day's success has returned 
to vogue one of rock's simplest and 
most crucial sounds, the uptempo 
party bash that dates to all those 
garage bands covering "I Fought the 
Law" and "Louie Louie." During the 
post-punk commercial freeze-out of 
pumped-up rock, the sound would 
emerge now and again anyway, 
turning the Romantics' "What I Like 
About You" into a beloved anthem, 
joyously undercutting the rage of 
the Germs. Just as every summer 
demands a new teen film, we can't 




do without this sound, which is 
really a fantasy: the rage and rigidity 
of adolescence thrown off into sex, 
beer, speed — the bounty of early 
adulthood. Rock without it is like a 
city under curfew. 

Of course bands, not to mention 
kids, don't believe anymore that rock- 
ing out can whisk their troubles 
away — Green Day's own "Basket 
Case," "Longview," and "Welcome to 
Paradise" are the jittery, tortured 
proof. Rock seems to change every- 
thing, then doesn't change anything, 



but if nothing is going to change, why 
not at least jack off with some rock? 
Rage and release become an infinite 
loop, spinning faster all the time, 
old pleasures maniacally revved up 
to suit what Insomniac and all of us 
know are "Jaded" times. You could 
avoid thinking about such matters 
on Dookie, the songs were so great. 
But Insomniac is less catchy and 
hasn't any other subject. "I have no 
belief / But I believe / I'm a walking 
contradiction," sings Billie Joe. 

Read on the page, "Walking Con- 
tradiction" is pretentious crap for 
someone of Billie Joe's thus-far lim- 
ited stature. But heard on Insomniac, 
the song is a bouncy contradiction 
all right, propelled out of solipsism 
and into warmly collegial, guitar- 
group dance music by Mike Dirnt's 
hopping bass. The Green Day three 
have never crunched as powerfully 
as they do on Insomniac: Listen to 
the twiddled bass-string that vivifies 
"Panic Song," or the sparks of guitar 
that fly out of "Brain Stew." Tre 
Cool's heavier drumming may be 
the biggest surprise — he's got a 
touch of the Who's Keith Moon in 
him all of a sudden. 

For three songs, Insomniac daw- 
dles, lost in self-pity and failed 
attempts at class rhetoric. Then, 
with the speed-freak tale "Geek 
Stink Breath," the music starts to 
solidify, building speed with "No 
Pride," positively racing on "Bab's 
Uvula Who?" and "86." One or two 
moments excepted, the rest is a 
sustained thrill, not as interesting 
conceptually as the singles on 
Dookie — too bad Billie Joe didn't 
incorporate more of his experiences 
as a family man or a star — just proof 
of how much freedom a young band 
with quick hands can still find within 
the hallowed changes of the garage- 
pop jamboree. ERIC WEISBARD 
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SONIC YOUTH 
Washing Machine 

DGC 

Older as a band than many of the 
Lollapaloozers they puzzled this 
summer, Sonic Youth have watched 
punk rock move to center stage 
even as a new fringe of "post-rock" 
bands, cassette-only extremists, 
and Japanese noise merchants 
rediscover the harsh twists and tex- 
tured turns of experimental music. 
Progressive is the new punk. And 
that kind of leaves Sonic Youth, 
downtown highbrows with a jones for 
pop junk, in the middle, suspended 
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between song forms and freedom, 
their patented brand of scrappy 
avant-rock simultaneously ahead of 
and behind the curve. 

Which is to say that while most 
of the playing on Washing Machine 
is resonant and raw, the songs 
themselves often fall flat as each 
of the band's singers wanders off in 
a different direction. Thurston 
Moore's direction is most substan- 
tial: "Junkie's Promise" rocks dark 
truths about addiction, while "No 
Queen Blues" carries on the formal 
dementia of last year's Experimen- 
tal Jet Set, Trash and No Star. But 




while Lee Ranaldo's "Saucer-Like" 
and "Skip Tracer" both begin with 
nifty atonal guitar plays, they 
degenerate into vaguely Beat 
prose-poems over an aimless beat. 
Riot grrl den mother Kim Gordon 
also goes spoken-word, paying 
obvious homage to Patti Smith on 
too many tracks and turning in a 
"deconstruction" of Phil Spector 
girl-group romance that might as 
well be an ad for X-Girl. 

The best cut on Washing Machine 
is its most voiceless: the 20-minute- 
long "The Diamond Sea." Revisiting 
the noise epics Sonic Youth were 
known for way back when, the cut 
unrolls some trippy looking-glass 
lyrics before gingerly heating up 
jangling guitars into a thick boil. 
After ten minutes or so, the band 
drifts into a beautiful ambient sea 
glittering with overtones. Then a 
metallic storm brews on the horizon, 
before a string of four riveting notes 
unleashes a festival of Hendrix 
necromancy: Ladyland squeals, 
ferocious microtones, drum snares 
run backwards. It's easy to make 
guitar noise harsh and grating — but 
Sonic Youth can make it glow. It's 
easy to use noise as an orgasmic 
peak — but Sonic Youth can make it 
plateau, restraining their distortion 
only to intensify its monstrous 
serenity. A gorgeous tapestry buried 
in Washing Machine's uneven load, 
"The Diamond Sea" shows that 
Sonic Youth may get better the far- 
ther out they go. erik oavis 



PIZZICATO FIVE 
The Sound of Music by 
Pizzicato Five 

Matador/Atlantic 

Maki Nomiya and Yasuharu Konishi 
of Pizzicato Five know how to make 
the things that obsessions are made 
of because they are obsessed them- 
selves. Yes, this Japanese duo is 
cute, kitschy, cuddly — what Hello 
Kitty might sound like. But only if 
she were a '90s Audrey Hepburn 
who happened to get mixed up with 
a '90s Juan Garcia Esquivel pos- 
sessed of a serious DJ sensibility. 
Konishi and his collaborators play 
horns, strings, woodwinds, even a 
few guitars. Then they mix them up 
with computerized keyboards, and 
undercut the jazz-influenced elabo- 
rate arrangements with fun-loving 
dance beats, melodic punchlines and 
Japanese lyrics peppered with Eng- 
lish slang for the most fully realized, 
personality-rich synthesis of popular 
culture that's come about this decade. 

While P5's first American-issue 
collection, Made in USA, compiled the 
most immediately appealing tracks 
from several Japanese releases, 
The Sound of Music by Pizzicato 
Five samples more recent, less gim- 
micky work. Aside from three cuts 
that first appeared on the break- 
through 1993 album Bossa Nova 
2001, Sound is comprised of mater- 
ial recorded since original member 
K-Taro Takanami left to pursue 
singer-songwriter sincerity. The 
sound is now a little less funky, a bit 
more thumpy and considerably 
fuller and jazzier. The catchiness of 
the Made in USA tracks was no 
fluke. Songs like "The Night Is Still 
Young" and a newly revamped ver- 
sion of "CDJ" both pump powerful 
house beats and vocal hooks. The 
rest integrate Stax soul, Latin jazz, 
space-age bachelor pad fare, psy- 
chedelic fluff, radical trance, Brit- 
invasion rock, and plenty more 
styles you can't name but can feel. 

A little English goes a long way. 
On "CDJ" and "If I Were a Groupie," 
Japanese and English lyrics pour 
out of separate speakers simultane- 
ously. Konishi's words don't plumb 
emotional depths: They are 
designed to be light, uplifting, and 
goofy. Nomiya's relentlessly enthu- 
siastic delivery is all that. When on 
"Happy Sad" the background singers 
coo "Shoo-be-do-be-do-be-do / Are 
you feeling good or feeling bad?," you 
learn all you need to know about P5's 
poetic content. The art is in the music 
and it's all pop. barry Walters 
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EM VARIOUS ARTISTS 
The Def Jam 10th 
Anniversary Box Set 

Def Jam 

Now that his ex-partner dropped the 
"Def" from his label's name (because 
it made Webster's, quoth the Rubin), 
Russell Simmons takes one giant 
step in the opposite direction. 
Shamelessly courting legitimacy, 
the impresario offers us hip-hop's 
first boxed set. 

But then Def Jam has always 
packaged rap best. Although it was 
formed a good six years after rap 
first hit wax, Def Jam is the stable 
that introduced hip-hop's new- 
school generation — L.L. Cool J, 
Beastie Boys, Public Enemy, Slick 
Rick, EPMD — presenting brash 
artists with trademark personae, 
'round the way allegiances, and 
prodigious enough rhyme skills to last 
an entire album (Run-D.M.C. pro- 
vided the archetype, but signed 
early on to Profile, leaving a gaping 
hole in this retrospective of the era). 
So, while these 53 oddly sequenced 
tracks confound any sort of logic 
("Welcome to the Terrordome" into 
"Big Ole Butt"?), the scattershot hit- 
list approach may be the point. For 
an album that kills from beginning to 
end, stick to L.L.'s / Can'f Live With- 
out My Radio. Get this to hear hip- 
hop's conquest of pop play out on 
your stereo. 

Though it also covers Def Jam's 
later years playing catch-up to 
Death Row (with the likes of Warren 
G and Montell Jordan), the box 
works best as a showcase for rap's 
earliest star-making ventures, the 
years of Rubin-crafted guitar beats, 
Beasties clowning, and Cool J 
mojo — a hip-hop that claimed rock's 
power chords for the B-boy 
blitzkrieg. The set redeems the 
unfairly out-of-vogue Public Enemy, 
who from "Public Enemy No. 1" to 
1994 s "Give it Up" stand tall as a 
rap group as much as a righteous 
politburo. It also shows how much 
darkness and urban angst Slick 
Rick could suggest with a gatless 
proto-Humpty Hump goof. Def Jam 
10th Anniversary chronicles an age 
of innocence before gangsta cyni- 
cism and corporate sophistication 
made it into the music. 

So it's no surprise that, amid too 
much 3rd Bass and other lesser- 
lights, the star here is L.L. Cool J, 
who reminds us just how thrilling 
one kid with a beat-box, Pumas, and 
an unlegislated imagination could be. 
Check the will to power of hip-hop's 
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17-year-old ubermensch: "My 
radio's bad from the boulevard / I'm 
a hip-hop gangsta and my name is 
Todd / Get stimulated by the beat / 
Bust out the rhyme / Get fresh bat- 
teries if it won't rewind." Up next to 
Method Man's chops and Warren 
G's flow, those lines still hit the 
hardest — and choke me up at the 
same time. chris n oh his 
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Scream, Dracula, Scream! 

Interscope 
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ROCKET FROM 
THE CRYPT 
Hot Charity 

Perfect Sound 

Inquiring indie-rock minds want to 
know: What changes when band X, 
a favorite of the underground, 
records for a major label? What kind 
of records would have been made if 
band X had recorded for no money, 
in a hometown hole-in-the-wall stu- 
dio, still searching between the sofa 




cushions for change to pay for gui- 
tar strings and take-out Chinese? 

Rumors, anecdotes, and philoso- 
phies abound, but rarely do we have 
any way to accurately measure this 
potential difference. Fortunately, 
San Diego's Rocket From the Crypt 
has stepped in to help solve the mys- 
tery. The raucously beloved punk 
sextet just released two simultane- 
ously diverse full-length records 
within 21 days of one another — one 
on the embattled major Interscope, 
the other on RFTC's own label. Per- 
fect Sound. 

Both the major, Scream, Dracula, 
Scream!, and the indie, Hof Charity, 
draw on the sound that has sus- 
tained RFTC through five years and 
over 20 releases: a punk with many 
rooms, based as much in showy 
blues as rough-hewn noise, stretch- 
ing from Ramonesy surf to Scratch 
Acid rant to Husker Du plaint. 
Recorded on the fly, with intention- 
ally sparse production, Hot Charity is 
predictably lo-fi and joyfully one-note, 
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Exotica: the Deluge 





by Richard Gehr 

According to Fortune columnist Stanley Bing, 
corporate America has recently hung a collec- 
^] tive U-turn back into a cigars, steak, and mar- 

tinis lifestyle. Bing's observation illuminates 
the current monsoon of so-called "space-age 
bachelor pad music" from the mid-'50s and 
'60s, the sensual and hedonistic form of 
avant-garde "easy listening" that fused main- 
stream pop, emerging stereo technology, and 
armchair fascination with the tropics and the 
Orient. The pre-Beatles generation's pet 
sounds have found a fresh audience in the neoconservative '90s. 

Easy listening's most industrious fan, New Jersey DJ Irwin Chusid, has 
compiled and/or annotated six new or upcoming collections of what he now 
calls "space-age pop" for no fewer than four different record companies. You 
can find identical tracks by mambo king Perez Prado. accordion-organ-guitar 
trio the Three Suns, and trumpeter Russ Case on both RCAs three-volume, 
Chusid-compiled History of Space Age Pop and on the also-Chusid-com- 
piled first volume of Rhino's three-volume Cocktail Mix. The more sonically 
adventurous RCA trilogy is divided cleverly into the tune-oriented Melodies 
and Mischief, the percussively instrumental Mallets In Wonderlanc:, and 
the effects-heavy The Stereo Action Dimen- 
sion. The Rhino comp, leaning heavy on the 
kitsch (e.g., Connie Francis, Dean Martin, Ser- 
gio Mendes, and the like), kicked off recently 
with The Bachelor's Guide to the Galaxy, 
the best of its three volumes. (I'd entirely avoid 
Music for a Bachelor's Den In HI-FI on 
DCC, not a Chusid project.) 

A master of sinuous stereophonic strings 
and palpitating piano. Mexican arranger Juan 
Garcia Esquivel was the spaciest bachelor of 
them all. In addition to last year's Bar/None comp Space Age Bachelor Pad 
Music, he's responsible for two new volumes, Tus/c for a Sparkling Planet 
(Bar/None) and Cabaret Manana (RCA), which again slightly overlap. It took 
Reprise to break the mold by reissuing Esquivel's lesser More of Other 
Worlds, Other Sound: (1962) in its entirety. Any of the three compilations 
better introduce this modern maestro. 

After stirring the stingers and cranking up the hi-fi, overenthusiastic 
bachelors no doubt bored wary dates to death with verbose comparisons 
of "Spectra-Sonic-Sound" versus "New Orthophonic High Fidelity." Most of 
this music could lull anyone into snoozy submission. Enoch Light's 1960 
Provocative Percussion and 1959 Persua- 
sive Percussion albums (both again available 
via Varese Sarabande), for example, are nei- 
ther. And The In Sound From Way Outl 
(Vanguard) by Jean-Jacques Perry and Ger- 
shon Kingsley (who recorded as Perry & 
Kingsley) is little more than a cool gigglefest of 
bubbly electronic gimmickry. 

More effective was the pan-global mix 
termed "exotica," after arranger Martin Denny's 
series of records. Denny's newly rereleased 
Afro-Desia (Scamp/Caroline) is a jungle soundscape full of oddball percussion 
and way-out vocals. While the more orchestrally inclined Les Baxter 
wrote Denny's hit exotica anthem "Quiet Village," his own records remain 
largely unavailable. The short, rare television performance captured on 
The Lost Episode (Dionysus) offers only a small hint of his Stravinsky- 
influenced esoterics. 

The tough-yet-tender tones of bachelor exotica come full circle with the 
Sub Pop retrocrooners Combustible Edison, whose soundtrack for the Quentin 
Tarantino-co-produced Four Rooms (Elektra), a toe-tapping thesaurus of 
recycled Esquivel and Denny, guarantees escape from your existential mall. 
Edison's " Vertigogo" may be the most seductive single of the year — though it's 
easier these days to get someone into the sack with a Tricky album. 
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THE NEW ALBUM BY 
ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT 
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while Scream, Dracula, Scream! is 
more catchy, polished and musically 
varied. Conventional wisdom would 
have it that the indie release is 
superior — more pure, less cor- 
rupted— i.e., the real thing. But 
RFTC's second major label release 
isn't a case of mistaken identity, it's 
a jubilantly eclectic fix for the band's 
rock history jones that both in 
songcraft and production surpasses 
their earlier work. 

Poppy at times, steadfastly 
melodic throughout, Scream, Drac- 
ula, Scream! is fundamentally the 
same RFTC sound, but rehearsed 
and diversified. Its 14 songs range 
widely, with greasy feedback 
crashes followed by well-heeled 
Costello ditties. A doo wop-flavored 
longing runs like a sugar rush 
through songs like "Used" and 
"Young Livers," pushed along by 
glockenspiels, tubular bells, and 
John "Speedo" Reis's ragged 
vocals. The mood gets so remark- 
ably nostalgic that, in places, there's 
a decidedly un-punk, early Spring- 
steen quality about it. 

Though it's moments like these 
that provide Scream, Dracula, 
Screaml's surprise pleasures, the 
same moments might give some 
fans pause. For those who want the 
streamlined, unadorned power of 
RFTC close to their hardcore roots, 
Hot Charity graciously delivers. Its 
relentless nine songs are rife with 
choppy, chunky power chords and 
swinging, JB-style horns. "My Arrow's 
Aim" and "Cloud Over Branson," 
especially, wind up and release with 
devilish abandon. The trick is how 
RFTC never make a false move, 
whirling as close to out-of-control 
as possible, but never actually 
going there. With that kind of preci- 
sion, no matter how far RFTC 
stretches boundaries it's never a 
stretch. (Perfect Sound, c/o 103°, 
2535 Kettner Boulevard, San Diego, 

CA 92101) NATASHA STOVALL 



S THE PHARCYDE 
Labcabincalifornia 

Delicious Vinyl 

The Pharcyde appeared out of thin 
air. When The Bizarre Ride II the 
Pharcyde broke in 1993, the G-funk 
era was in full throttle, homeboys 
rapping about getting paid and get- 
ting laid over ominous synth sirens 
and Parliament samples. Meanwhile, 
Fat Albert's South Central crew juxta- 
posed classy jazz riffs with trash 
talk about a Pharcyde manor that 
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stank like a gas station bathroom, 
gals that kept on passing them by, 
and ya mama, ya mama, ya mama. 

Slimkid Tre, Fatlip, Bootie Brown, 
and Imani were the class clowns in 
the true school of hip-hop, that sub- 
genre marked by jazzy beats and 
crafty, organic flows. Along with the 
Freestyle Fellowship then, and 




Aceyalone and the Nonce today, the 
Pharcyde broke through the gangsta 
grip and won the West Coast 
respectability. They also gave rap its 
sense of good humor back, recalling 
the days when beeyatches weren't 
the metaphorical butts of every joke. 
But now that the 'cyde have grown 
from boyz II men and moved to the 
comparatively swank wood-paneled 
Lab Cabin, they've taken a corre- 
sponding maturity check. Besides, 
Ol' Dirty Bastard wears the lamp- 
shade crown today, and who can 
compete with that? 

On Labcabincalifornia, their long- 
awaited second release, the Phar- 
cyde spill "the seed of the new 
breed," dropping the loony tunes 
and street-corner vibe in favor of a 
mellow head-nod more in synch 

with the Roots' subdued artiness 
than the Afros' sexploitation shtick. 
It's a calculated progression, one 
designed to reposit themselves as 
serious artists, and get Labcabin as 
much play on the streets as their 
debut did on college radio. 

It takes quite a few spins before 
the disappointment dissipates — it's 
like Martin Lawrence doing Chekhov, 
after all — but eventually, a few cuts 
distinguish themselves from the 
mid-tempo muddle. "The Hustle," 
one of a few party-ready numbers, 
rides a crushed-velvet Roy Ayers' 
Ubiquity groove and some serious 
scratching; the haunting "Hey You" 
is so static it veers toward ambient; 
the harmony-driven "She Said" tips 
toward the new R&B/rap hybrids 
flooding the charts. Most telling is 
the jarring segue from the giggling 
cut-ups of "Little D" into the cynical, 
Faustian imagery of "Devil Music" 
(note the Wu-Tang Clan sample). 

Good hip-hop is often overly seri- 
ous of late, atoning for the stunts- 
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and-blunts follies of hardcore rap. 
Labcabin is the sound of the Phar- 
cyde trying to have it both ways: 
The group originally called the 
release Revelations, although drop- 
ping science never gets further than 
the repeated refrain, "I gotta kick 
somethin' that means somethin'." 
That's right, something. 

SIA MICHEL 
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PALACE MUSIC 
Viva Last Blues 

Palace Records/Drag City 

Will Oldham is a good reason to 
wake from a coma. Anyone who 
cares about what the homemade 
neon extravagance called America 
sounds like now will find listening to 
Palace both a duty and an indul- 
gence. Oldham — a.k.a. Pushkin Will 
and Little Willy Bulgakov — sings 
"fuck" with the matter-of-fact con- 
cern of a Don Juan considering 
celibacy. His voice croons and 
mumbles, and it gets along fine. It 
rocks hard and reels delicately. It 
asks for forgiveness but isn't afraid 
to lose its way again. 

Freaked with the ominous, 
Oldham's tunes are lovely and 
thorny, a bible-belt punk response 
to PJ Harvey's brimstone tangos. 
Harvey achieves a spooky wisdom 
by coring glamour's dark side, Old- 
ham by exploring belief, inbreeding 
and calm. Witness this gloss on 
coupling from "Old Jerusalem": 
"Then we mingle our limbs / O hear 
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her all calling / When we swim and 
we buckle and I emote / It is the only 
time to catch it so / So we may as 
well rest and let it go." Yes, "buckle." 
Sometimes you need strange and 
sexy language to evoke the sacred 
and inexplicable. 

Most Palace songs are filled with 
questions of what it means to be a 
body in time — longing, forgotten, 
happy and deranged: how slanted 
the world and all the words for it 
look when you're startled from 
slumber or from an entire mode of 
being. Oldham holds his band 



together by allowing it to sound as if 
it were almost about to fall apart or 
asleep. Bryan Rich lets his guitar 
wander off while Ned Oldham's 
slides to wah-wah; Liam Hayes' 
Moogish organ and rambunctious 
piano elbow in gracefully; Sebadoh's 
Jason Loewenstein nonchalantly 
delivers the rhythm. 

The mighty Steve Albini produced 
this beauty in Alabama. His method 
is stark and cleansing, like brush- 
fire. Combining the itinerant ensem- 
ble thrust of There Is No-One What 
Will Take Care Of You and Hope 
with the simple, skewed tenderness 
of Palace Brothers and the gor- 
geous recent EP The Mountain, Viva 
Last Blues manages to be purer and 
wilder than any previous Palace out- 
ing. Although never (thank god) 
easily categorizable, with Albini at 
the helm. Palace leaves country lo-fi 
the way Elizabeth Taylor leaves hus- 
bands — proving one way to do 
something new is to hunker down 
and become weirdly, deeply more of 
what you already are. (Drag City, 
P.O. Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) 

BRUCE HAINLEY 
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Doe or Die 

EMI 

The season has been good for B-boy 
acquisitionists. From the hustler- 
turned- Versace-shade-wearer lingo 
of the Notorious B.I.G., to Chef 
Raekwon's episodic narratives of 
Lexus drivers and Cuban link 
sporters, to Mobb Deep's stark pro- 
nouncements of need-the-loot-now- 
don't-fuck-wit-me-or-catch-a-bad- 
one, New York's latest crop of rhyme 
animals are living the "gimme" ethic 
to the fullest. Call it the Eastern sib- 
ling of the West's gangsta ethos. But 
New York's hardcore skips racial 
and cultural divides in its quest for 
inspiration. Heads have appropri- 
ated the mythos of figures like cel- 
luloid Cuban druglord Tony Mon- 
tana, and real life New York crime 
boss John Gotti, to produce work 
marked by a curious balance of 
earnest yearning and bad-bwoy talk. 

On the surface, newcomer AZ 
would appear to fit into this mode 
quite snugly. First introduced to the 
hip-hop arena through a guest 
appearance on Nas's lllmatic, AZ 
has returned with a debut of his 
own, Doe or Die. His lead single, 
"Sugar Hill," does delve wholeheart- 
edly into the material pool: "At times 
I window watch out the Marriott / 
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Zonin' on ownin' co-ops / Foreign 
drop top coupes and yachts." How- 
ever, the song is sprinkled through- 
out with the element that sets AZ 
apart from his capital-collectin' 
peers, acute political awareness: 
"Making it hard trying to figure out 
who's out to trap me / Pataki [Gover- 
nor of New York] got all kind of 
undercovers that's coming at me / 
Perhaps he won't be happy till they 
snatch me and place me / Where 
half us blacks be / Sittin' in Cox- 
sackie." Nas steadily rips on Chris- 
tianity. Biggie may be invested with 
suicidal tendencies. But only AZ 
offers a grounded critique of the 
larger structures wreaking havoc 
upon the urban-dwelling body. 

Doe or Die unfolds in a well- 
sketched procession. On the appro- 
priately titled "Gimme," AZ pours 
forth a tale of loot capers and ghetto 
aspirations in a rapid-patterned deliv- 
ery reminiscent — but for the high 
tonality — of the godfather of the hip- 
hop hustle ethic, Kool G Rap. A duet 
with Nas, "Mo Money, Mo Murder, 
Mo Homicide," hypnotically peruses 
the pleasures and pitfalls of fast 
cash. Much like lllmatic. Doe or Die's 
most significant letdown occurs on 
the musical end. Pete Rock's swing 
rhythms and smooth keyboard tex- 
tures, N.O. Joe's Southern-style funk, 
and D.R.'s lead-out, bass heavy 
Brooklyn sound do manage to give 
AZ a powerful platform for half of the 
album. The other beat-crafters sim- 
ply can't keep pace. Nevertheless, 
Doe or Die achieves its purpose: AZ 
has breathed new air into the lungs 
of New York hard-rocks. 

SELWYN SEYFU HINDS 



Q PRAM 
Sargasso Sea 

Too Pure/American Recordings 

Carnival of Souls is the title of a 
weird little '60s horror film. It's also 
an apt metaphor for the music of a 
weird little '90s Britgroup called 
Pram. Throughout Sargasso Sea, 
Pram's third LP, tinny toy instru- 
ments seem to play themselves. 
Over pots-and-pans percussion 
float and fall squawking horns, tin- 
kling chimes, quivering xylophone 
tones, and the mosquito whine of 
a theremin, refusing to coalesce 
or gain force. On "Little Scars," 
vocalist Rosie Cuckston compares 
the human heart to a sculpture; 
she sings about love with the 
listlessness of a zombie, as if 
changing tone — let alone conveying 
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emotion — were far too strenuous 
an undertaking. 

Often lumped with its U.K./U.S. 
labelmates Laika and Long Fin Killie 
under the rubric "post-rock," Pram's 
music really belongs to time-honored 
avant-garde tradition. Decentered 
and disorienting, resistant to pop's 
immediate pleasures, its composi- 
tions favor mutating repetition over 
traditional tune structures. (And Sar- 
gasso Sea is denser than Pram's 
other U.S. release, Helium.) Where 
Laika incorporate jungle into its 
sound, Pram opts for antiquated gad- 
gets and doohickeys (glockenspiel, 




Hawaiian bubble machine); its instru- 
mentation is more nostalgic than 
futuristic, its playing more primitive 
than professional. In sound and 
motion, the group's closest relative 
is The Raincoats circa Odyshape. 
Like The Raincoats, Cuckston and 
her four cohorts sometimes serve 
up anemic funk, but their best 
moments — the eerie sound collage 
"Eels," for example — forsake rhythm 
and linger stillborn, outside of time. 

JOHNNY HUSTON 




ERIC MATTHEWS 



It's Heavy in Here 

Sub Pop 

Portrait of the singer-songwriter- 
orchestrator-conductor as a young 
Beatlemaniac: When all the other 
kids were getting in schoolyard 
scrapes over John versus Paul, Eric 
Matthews was home alone, poster- 
ing his bedroom with photos of 
George Martin. Though It's Heavy in 
Here is alternarock in spirit — the 
lyrics suggest a vague malevolence 
that's very of the moment — the 
arrangements surround the guitars 
with oboe, clarinet, and harpsichord. 
Of course, from Spiritualized to 
Laika, everything-but-the-kitchen- 
sink is legit right now. But Matthews, 
a smoky-voiced Oregonian best 
known as one half of the cultishly 
revered Cardinal, isn't overthrowing 
hierarchies or shaking his fist at the 



c.or 




millennium — he's a classicist, sifting 
through Nick Drake, Burt Bacharach, 
and the early Bee Gees, and he has 
one thing the post-rock hordes 
never will: taste. 

One hint of his sense of reserve 
can be found on "Poisons Will Pass 
Me," which starts off with Matthews 
singing an eerily enigmatic lyric 
over a funereal organ line. It's a 
great first verse, but he takes it 
exactly nowhere — his voice drops 
out and makes way for a string 
quartet that glides along for two 
minutes and then out. Back in the 
day, a group like, say, Nektar would 
have throttled a sound as darkly 
beautiful as that opening for 17 
stoner-worthy minutes (and Mute 
would consider itself lucky to get 
the reissue rights). But Matthews 
apparently has so much music at 
his fingertips that he can afford to 
toss away such majesty without 
second thought. Heavy? Scary. 
(Sub Pop, 1932 First Avenue, Suite 
1103. Seattle. WA 98101) 

JEFF SALAMON 



Q ECHOBELLY 
On 

550 Music/Sony 

There are almost no second acts in 
the self-aggrandizing demolition 
derby that is British pop. Echobelly 
snared its share of front pages and 
plaudits, mostly on the strength of 
its winsome-but-caustic little Asian 
sparrow singer, Sonya Aurora 
Madan. Then it released a piss- 
poor, Morrissey-damaged debut 
album and found itself instantly rel- 
egated to the ranks of also-rans. Its 
members should by rights have 
been back behind the bacon 
counter, but On turns out to be a 
peppy triumph. 

As soon as Sonya — who appears 
to have overcome her predilection for 
overenunciating — hits the chorus of 
the pogomatic declaration of intent 
"Great Things," it becomes apparent, 
firstly, that Echobelly has pulled off a 
back-from-the-dead maneuver and, 



secondly, that it has returned from 
the grave and relocated to 1978. 
Fragments of Blondie, of X-Ray Spex, 
even of the great lost Northern punk- 
pop act Penetration litter the content 
of On. When Sonya's Smiths jones 
does surface, it's to good effect (on a 
our-love-is-too-pure-for-this-corrupt- 
world weepie called "Worms & 
Angels"). Neither band will love the 
comparison, but right now Echobelly 
is Elastica's adorable, attention-seek- 
ing kid sister, half as cool but with 
twice the heart. 

JONATHAN BERNSTEIN 



Q SPARKLEHORSE 

Vivadlxiesubmarinetransmis- 

slonplot 

Capitol 

Back in the days before the recording 
studio became the secret clubhouse 
of rock'n'roll, the Butch Vigs of the 
world made house calls. John Lomax 
waxed Leadbelly's "The Midnight 
Special" in the cells of the Angola 
Prison Farm; scouts like Ralph Peer 
hit the road to document rural artists 
in their homes, speakeasies, and 
hotel rooms. Sparklehorse's debut 
Vlvadlxiesubmarlnetransmlssion- 
plot puts back the "room noise" that 
gave these non-studio recordings 
such a haunting sense of place. 

Mark Linkous set down a lot of 
these tracks at his farmhouse out- 
side Richmond, VA, milking the 
grainy methods of home recording 
in quest of an almost Hawthornian 




siowfiot 



Gothic. Linkous broadcasts his 
perambulatory fugues and "Dear 
Prudence" balladry from some right 
scary places: the George Romero 
farmhouse of "Weird Sisters," the 
desolation basement of "Spirit Ditch," 
the lo-fi parlor of "Most Beautiful 
Widow in Town." All this under 
a tremolo crush of organs, tape 
loops, and fuzz vocals — like listen- 
ing to the Velvet Underground in 
the cells of Angola, or speeding 
away from everywhere aboard the 
dixiesubmarine. Jeffrey rotter 
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SINGLES 

by Charles Aaron 




YOU KNOW IT'S a down 
year In pop music when 
White Zombie closes 
the MTV Video Music 
Awards with a bad 
Wu-Tang Clan cover. 

Aphex Twin, 
"Ventolin"; "Donkey 
Rhubarb" (Warp/ 
Sire) After his almost 
spitefully lush, prc-g- 
schlocky Selected Ambient 
Works Vol. 2, Richard "Aphex 
Twin" James emerged from the 
lab with this year's almost 
spitefully playful, techno-crunchy 
/ Care Because You Do. On 
these 12 clanky-funky remixes 
of "Ventolin," James composes a soundtrack for 
a millennial fairy tale — computer geek from the 
boonies breaks into a chain-locked factory in an 
abandoned industrial town (by the sea, of 
course), tinkers with and revives the dead 
machinery. An album's worth of moods follows, 
before the machines gasp (Asthma Beats Mix), 
expire again, and the geek skips home whistling 
the silly steel-drum reverie of the almost spitefully 
named "Donkey Rhubarb." 

Bushwackas, "Caught Up in the Game" 
(Pallas) Like a Nas B-side, this grimly cautionary 
underground hip-hop joint takes you from box- 
cutters in Brooklyn to prison buses upstate as 
eerie sleigh bells jingle. For these rappers, 
Christmas ain't nothin' but a coil-block party 
where tough guys reminisce, "Maybe being a 
nerd woulda been cool / Back in the days when I 
used to break mad fool." 

Elton John, "Believe" (The Hardkiss Mix) 
(Rocket/Island); God Within, "The Phoenix" 
(Hardkiss) Hardkiss is three San Francisco DJ- 
producers — Scott, Robbie, and Gavin — who try to 
divine sacred rhythms from the corniest sources 
imaginable. On both Elton's icky "Believe" and 
"The Phoenix" remixes (minus a disallowed ELO 
sample), flamenco guitar gives way to anxious 
beats and noises you'd hear outside your window 
during The X-Files. Not exactly spiritual, but 
Scott Hardkiss's "Someday My Plane Will Crash" 
mix is funky like a cult deprogramming center. 

Jodeci, "Freek'n You" (Uptown/MCA) Every 
freek'n night and every freek'n day, I'm gonna 
review your freek'n single in every freek'n way. 

Jack Logan, Out of Whack EP (Guilt Ridden 
Pop) Like an indie-rock Mose Allison, this artsy 
ex-mechanic sings really soulfully for a guy who's 
always just waking up. These spare, oddly played 
songs (cricket sounds, fuzz guitar), about running 
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Railroad Jerk: from left, Marcellus Hall, Alec Stephen, Dave Varenka, and Tony Lee. 



away with the fair, getting a crush on a girl 
drummer ("Purple Metalflake Drumkit"). and 
standing up for a birthday-party magician, muster 
a tattered dignity. 

Palace, "The Mountain"/"(End of) Travelling" 
(Drag City); "West Palm Beach"/"Gulf 
Shores" (Drag City) If Will Oldham's plaintive, 
despondent voice was a crackly, recovered 
transmission from some '30s country radio 
station, it would sound just as inexplicable. 
When he sings, "Lord I would fuck a mountain" 
with the wail of an ageless naif, your heart stops, 
as much perplexed as touched. The other 
single — two mournful musings on Florida's 
lonesome coastline — is almost contemporary by 
comparison. But it fits his eternal dilemma. As 
Vic Chesnutt sang of the Sunshine State, "There 
is no more perfect place to retire from life." 

Railroad Jerk, Sang the Drum EP (Matador) 

Singer-songwriter Marcellus Hall is a true urban 
folkie, influenced by Elvis C. as much as by Elvis 
P., hip-hop as much as Bob Dylan. And "Bang the 
Drum" is a loser-friendly, true urban-folkie 
anthem for the post-graduate set — people who 
think way too hard about taking themselves way 
too seriously. On the Minnesota-to-NYC 
travelogue "Highway 80," Hall schlumps in 
Dylan's motorcycle boots, cracking, "This is an 
intensely personal song because I'm an intensely 
personal person." 

Soul Asylum, "Just Like Anyone" (Columbia) 

Winona Ryder at home, Claire Danes (wearing 
angel wings in the video) at work — what's Dave 
Pirner whining about? • 

Guilt Ridden Pop, 2217 Nicollet Ave. So., 

Minneapolis, MN 55404; Hardkiss, 

221 5-R Market St., Suite 836, San Francisco, 

CA 94114; Pallas, 915 Broadway, 

New York, NY 10010. 
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H 1 • What could be friendliei than Neon's spacious cab-forward interior? 
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Neon's 1 32-horsepower engine can turn an ordinary trip into an entertaining 
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MOVIES 

by Jonathan Bernstein 





Multiplexmas 



Days are getting shorter, pants 
are getting longer, 
and we're approaching the 
segment of the movie 
calendar where big and dumb 
gives way to substantial 
and Oscar-worthy. Luckily, 
nestling among worthy 
mush like How To Make an 
American Quilt and Home 
for the Holidays are enough 
vampire, gangster, and 
pirate movies to ensure 
that the Season of Goodwill 
isn't taken literally. 

BROKEN ARROW 

After a bumpy start at shaping his 
brand of stylized carnage to suit 
American tastes, John Woo embarks 
on this story of a stolen nuclear 



weapon with two distinct advan- 
tages. First, on board are the writer 
and producer of Speed, the blue- 
print for the modern action movie. 
Second, he's got John Travolta, still 
the recipient of goodwill and curios- 
ity, playing the bad guy. This should 
overcome the drawback of having to 
root for Christian Slater as the hero. 
(20th Century Fox) 

CUTTHROAT ISLAND 

In the fine tradition of The Last 
Action Hero and Waterworld comes 
this swashbuckler already deemed 
DOA before its release. The ad- 
vance stench of failure emanates 
from the struggle faced by director 
Renny Harlin and his star spouse 
Geena Davis to find a male star 
to head up a movie that is essen- 
tially designed to spotlight Davis's 



Robert De Niro foals the Heat 



action babe-chops. Thus Matthew 
Modine finds his career temporarily 
lifted from its current vicinity 
(identified as the doldrums on 
most maps) and onto the gang- 
plank. (MGU) 

FROM DUSK TILL DAWN 

With Robert Rodriguez directing a 
screenplay by Quentin Tarantino, 
it's a reasonable assumption that 



this movie's action sequences 
and editing will be dizzying and the 
dialogue sprinkled with zingers. 
Set against that, the story follows 
two bank-robbing brothers (George 
Clooney and Tarantino) who fall 
into the clutches of a cabal of rav- 
enous Mexican vampires led by 
Desperado's sultry Salma Hayek. 
Clooney's a question mark, but 
the presence of Tarantino in a 
lead role is a grisly prospect. 
(Miramax) 

HEAT 

Robert De Niro's a career criminal 
who's going to go straight, after 
that one last lucrative job. Al Pacino 
is the driven cop, hot to put him 
behind bars. Val Kilmer, Ashley 
Judd, and Tom Sizemore dodge 
the flying glass and bullets. Sounds 
great, and with Michael Mann direct- 
ing, you know it'll look fantastic. 
Be warned, though, Pacino and 
De Niro spend the merest flicker of 
time occupying the same frame. 
(Warner Bros.) 

JUMANJI 

Robin Williams plays a man 
who has been trapped inside a jun- 
gle-based board game for years. > 
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He ran through a 
generation -and 
took us with him. 
Now follow Forrest on 
your own computer 
to a time when a disk 
was something your 
dog caught in mid- 
air, a hard drive was 
that road trip in your 
van to Woodstock, 
and everyone was 
user-friendly. It was a 
time for music - 
music that rocked 
the world. 



Forrest Gump 

Music, 
Artists and 

Times 



CD-ROM Anthology 
for PC and Mac 



Forrest 
(lump,. 

..Tim" 



GTE 




Forrest Gump -Music. 
Artists and Times is a 
three CD-ROM set full 
of exclusive interviews 
with over 30 of the 
soundtrack artists, ar- 
chival concert footage, 
movie clips, and a 
timeline of the events 
that inspired the music. 
With all of this, you 
don't just watch it, you 
live it. Run out and 
get yours today. Or 
order direct by call- 
ing 800-GTE -TODAY. 




Entertainment 



He breaks free, and what does he 
do? He goes back to finish the 
game. This time his roll of the dice 
frees the inhabitants of the game's 
secret jungle, thus flooding the 
surrounding environs with rampag- 
ing wildlife. Computer-generated 
elephants squashing BMWs ought 
to compensate for the unavoidable 
Williams simpering. (Tri-Star) 

MARY REILLY 

The Jekyll & Hyde story as seen 
through the eyes of the dual- 
natured doc's maid. Julia Roberts 
is the eponymous witness to 
unnatural acts. John Malkovich 
can't control the beast inside, but 
you knew that already. Julia's 
attempt at an Irish accent is the 
scariest thing onscreen. (Tri-Star) 

N/CK of i\m 

John Waters used to say that the 
weirdest thing he could do was 
make a mainstream movie. Looks 
like it's ditto for Johnny Depp, here 
bizarrely trying to parrot the emo- 
tions of a concerned single father. 
Christopher Walken, unburdened 
by any need for humanity, is the bad 
guy who abducts Depp's daughter, 
then gives him 80 minutes to assas- 
sinate the Governor of California. 
The hook is that the movie unfolds 
in real time. Neat idea — handled, 
unfortunately, by John Badham, 
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swiftly becoming the most tedious 
of action directors. (Paramount) 

NIXON 

The ex-prez wasn't cold before 
Oliver Stone announced his revi- 
sionist biopic. Anthony Hopkins 
dons prosthetic jowls to play a mis- 
understood, socially maladroit but 
ultimately honorable Richard Nixon. 
(Hollywood) 

TOY STORY 

Pocahontas and The Lion King look 
like crayon strokes made by slow 





children in comparison with this, 
Disney's Great Leap Forward into 
its first all-computer generated fea- 
ture. As if the lure of the pixels wasn't 
enough, Woody, the shopworn but 
reliable wooden cowboy king of the 
toy cupboard, is voiced by Tom 
Hanks, and Tim Allen provides 
tones for Buzz, a battery-powered, 
gadget-packing starship trooper 
who doesn't realize he's a toy. 
Expect the onscreen battle to be 
played out for real come Christmas 
when replicas of the two leads slug 
it out on the shelves of Toys "R" Us. 
(Walt Disney) 

TWELVE MONKEYS 

After a summer of pigs, elephants, 
whales, and pandas, what better 
way to round off the year than a 
dozen stinking chimps? The titular 
simians in this instance are a 
secret society that may or may not 



have something to do with the virus 
that has depopulated the planet. 
Bruce Willis is an ex-con selected 
to travel back in time and nip the 
disease in the bud. Impeding his 
progress are Madeline Stowe and, 
laying that sexiest-man-alive bur- 
den to rest. Brad Pitt as a whimper- 
ing cur. (Universal) 

WILD BILL 

Hickok, that is. Jeff Bridges is 
the legendary gunslinger entering 
the twilight of his days and finding 
his bad reputation preceding him. 
Walter Hill's film has some great 
first-act carousing, but the plot gets 
bogged down by sniveling brat 
David Arquette's repeated, doomed 
attempts to revenge the dead 
mother he believes Hickok did 
wrong. Far from being elegiac, 
Wild Bill ends up unspooling like 
a Roadrunner cartoon. (UA) a 
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PRIMED M ATTER 

by Madison Smartt Bell 



Death and the Maiden 



In the Cut 

By Susanna Moore 
Knopf 



WHAT DO WOMEN really want? 
Susanna Moore might be expected 
to know; the delicate exploration of 
domestic issues in her first two nov- 
els established her as one of the 
best new "women's writers." In The 
Cut, however, seems intended to 
slash her way out of that category; 
its resemblance to a typical wom- 
en's novel (whatever that may be) is 
slight and temporary. 

At a glance, Moore's narrator 
might be a Laurie Colwin or even an 
Anita Brookner heroine — thirtyish, 
estranged from her husband, she 
teaches writing at New York Univer- 
sity while compiling an encyclopedia 
of urban slang. Her habit of finely 
tuned introspection would make her a 
typical feminine-fiction protagonist, 
but the content of her thinking sets 
her radically apart. Either she's not 
really one of those repressedly civi- 
lized ladies or she's chosen to tell a lot 
of what the rest of them hold back. 

Moore's language is a conscious 
hybridization of styles, poised and 
sophisticated in the feminine-lit way, 
but always with a tough edginess of 



tone more reminiscent of Dashiell 
Hammett, Raymond Chandler, and 
(especially) Jim Thompson. She 
combines her pinpoint emotional 
accuracy with a sometimes shocking 
frankness about everything, espe- 
cially sex and her own desires. On 
page B, she describes, synapse by 
synapse, her response to watching a 
blowjob; by page 21 , in equal detail, 
she's masturbating to the memory. 

The shock comes from the delib- 
erate fracture of literary conventions: 
Women who sound like Moore's 
heroine are normally too polite to say 
such things. "A dangerous combina- 
tion for me," she remarks. "Language 
and passion." Similarly, the novel is a 
witty genre gag, grafting the manner- 
isms of a sensitive domestic drama 
onto the plot of a police procedural 
thriller. Executed with seamless skill, 
the graft also asks to be noticed, and 
half the fun of reading In the Cut is 
admiring the grace with which Moore 
handles the unlikely mixture. 

Cop and schoolteacher make a 
sexy pairing, especially (as we know 
from the movies) when the school- 



Rock She Wrote: Women Write 
About Rock, Pop, and Rap 

Edited by Evelyn McDonnell 

and Ann Powers 

Delta 




Everything from Kim Gordon's casual 
chronicle of touring the country in a 
cramped van stuffed with boys to 
Susan McClary's academic discourse 
on Plato's deep-rooted fear of music 
(he thought it would lead to sexual 
frenzy, destroying civilization) can be 
found in Rock She Wrote. There's also 
Ariel Swartley's 1980 piece on a then- 
unknown Prince (she parallels his 
stunning falsetto with his ambiguous 
sexuality), Jaan Uhelszki's hilarious 
account of "playing" live with Kiss (she 
was onstage for all of four minutes), 
and "Why Bitch?" Lori Twersky's 1985 
explanatory manifesto that answered 
her own question with: "Because a lot 
of what gets written about women 
in rock is ALL THE SAME." Unlike 

this bOOk. MAUREEN CALLAHAN 



teacher takes off her glasses and lets 
down her hair. Susanna Moore runs 
those changes as well as anyone 
ever has. For short bursts at least, 
she writes as good a cop as Joseph 
Wambaugh or the other regular cop 
guys, though in the context the 
verisimilitude also plays as a linguis- 
tic joke. Moore is also deft with the 
standard murder-mystery devices. 
Malloy, the cop who becomes the 
teacher's lover, might have murdered 
the girl she once saw sucking him off. 
The serial killer, Malloy or not, might 
be stalking her. All the clues and red 
herrings are skillfully planted. 

But ultimately the book is less 
about its thriller plot and more about 
where desire can lead a woman — and 
on this level it must be appreciated as 
extremely well-written pornography. 
Such explicit sex scenes in such re- 
markably beautiful prose make for 
very titillating reading — capable of 
disturbing readers with their own 
responses. Language and passion 
are a dangerous blend, and this story 
shows a woman whose intelligence is 
repeatedly defeated by her sexual 
appetite. "I wanted to be fixed, to be 
held down," she reflects, while being 
sodomized by Malloy across a police- 
precinct desk. "Opened. The old 
longing to be chosen, pursued, 
fought for, called away." It seems 
that Moore is saying that some 
women really do want what other 




women claim men only wish that 
women wanted. 

But in the drastically unexpected 
ending, this narrator commands 
serious respect despite, or perhaps 
partly because of, her flair for trans- 
forming herself into a sexual fantasy 
object. You have to admire her will- 
ingness to put herself at risk in 
order to make her self discoveries, 
to "surrender to the soul's transfor- 
mation, however terrifying it may be." 
Susanna Moore's genre crossover 
goes beyond its own cleverness to 
create a character who's feminine, 
subtle, bold and unflinching all at 
once. The trouble with her is that 
she doesn't completely understand 
what she wants. To put a new twist 
on the old proverb, if you're going to 
be careful what you wish for, you 
first have to figure out what it is. • 



Resurrection Man 

By Eoin McNamee 
Picador 




The title character of this poetic thriller, 
McNamee s debut, is Victor Kelly, an 
Irish Protestant who orchestrates a 
reign of terror through the urban ruin 
of '80s Belfast. Kelly imagines 
himself a latter-day Dillinger. leaving 
the victims of his brutal slayings 
arranged like effigies in prayer. As 
Belfast is struck dumb by city-wide 
fear, Kelly grows in mythic stature 
until a secret double agent conspires 
to finally bring his "diagram of 
violence" to a close. Like great film 
noir, McNamee s dead-on dialogue 
and elaborate landscapes of memory 
and violence will stay with you long 
after the lights go up l.c smith 
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THE DIGITAL UNDERGROUND 



by Steve Morgenstern 



World Party 



THE SAN FRANCISCO-BASED company Worlds Inc. is working on a new way to surf the 
Net. Instead of jumping across flat, hypertext-linked pages, Worlds Inc. has created a ^^^^^^^^ 
three-dimensional virtual space in which you can roam, explore and interact. Their first crack at creating a 
graphically rich environment is Worlds Chat. You select a Digital Actor (called an avatar) to represent you, 
send it off to explore an elegantly rendered space station, and then join the communal gabfest. While Worlds 
Chat gets a ten for looks, it's functionally the same CB radio-style online blather we've had for years. 

But there's a powerful core idea here — moving the Net experience beyond icon-and-text screens 

into an environment where social interaction is intuitively 
easy. The trick, though, is providing compelling content within 
those environments. Worlds Inc.'s second project, AlphaWorld, 
shows more promise. There's chat in AlphaWorld, but you 
can also stake a virtual real estate claim and build your dream 
house of bits and bytes. 

With more Information content, head-to-head games, and other 
features still being developed, this is definitely work-in-progress 

stuff. Worlds Inc. hasn't even 
figured out how they're going 
to get rich yet. For now, they're 
busy building worlds, 
inviting people In for 
free, and learning how 
to make their visitors 
feel at home. To be 
part of the experiment, 
point your browser to 
http://www.worlds.net. 



Brave New World: 
above left, the Interactive 
space station; 
left, a house of love. 




The Ghost in the Machine 



This month Intel starts shipping its long-awaited successor to the ubiquitous Pentium microprocessor, the Pentium 
Pro (formerly known as P6). You'll hear plenty of hype about its multimedia capabilities and how the chip stores 5.5 
million transistors in a two-inch square, but you may miss the strange and wonderful way the Pentium Pro achieves its 
blinding speed. Basically, it guesses at results. 

The Pentium Pro design team had a problem. Their new microprocessor could crunch numbers much faster than 
ever before, but the rest of the system— the memory chips and the circuitry that ships data from component to 
component— couldn't deliver numbers as fast as the microprocessor could crunch them. Their silicon bundle of joy 
wasted precious nanoseconds just waiting around for the next bit of data to show up. 

At that point, the Big Idea emerged. Why not let the Pentium Pro guess at what the next operation will be and go 
ahead with its calculations? If the data arrives and it turns out the guess was right, zoom— the processor makes a 
giant leap ahead. If not, it just tosses out that stream of calculations and starts over, having lost nothing in the process. 

Right now, you'll have to hand over some serious money to reap the benefits of this great digital leap forward. 
But don't fret: Intel, still smarting from last year's Pentium debacle, should bring down the price soon enough. 
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Boom Boxes 



Computer systems today are usually 
shipped with capable sound cards but 
profoundly crappy speakers. Replace 
those tinny muffled squawkboxes with a 
decent sound system and — whoa! — every 
footfall in your favorite dungeon-crawl 
resounds. Respectable computer-specific 
speaker systems are available in the 
S100-S200 price range, but if you're really 
serious about wrapping yourself in sound, 
consider the audiophile-quality ACS500 
three-piece system from Altec Lansing. 
These $400 minitowers deliver five channels 
of surround sound, and the 40-watt 
subwoofer adds chunky bass to computer 
music and sound effects. At 18 inches tall, 
though, these bruisers make your monitor 
seem small by comparison. 




Shoot to Thrill 



Thanks to the new wave of digital cameras, 
creating a multi-media extravaganza or 
displaying photos on your home page is 
now a simple point-shoot-download 
operation While most consumer-priced 
digital cameras have similar formats and 
features, the Casio QV-10 with LCD 
screen is miles ahead on style and 
convenience. The key is a sharp 1.8-inch 
color screen that lets you compose your 
shots (no squinting through an eyepiece) 
and view them immediately. This 
lightweight, pocket-sized camera holds 96 
color pictures and comes with software 
and cables for connecting to a PC or Mac. 
No, the pictures aren't a sharp as you'd 
get with a 35mm camera, but with no film 
or development costs, you can shoot till 
your finger hurts without going broke. 
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GREEN DAY 



continued from page 61 

aside and let the next one pass / Don't 
let the door kick you in the ass." 

If Armstrong's now-familiar beat- 
up blue guitar, purchased by his 
mom when he was 11, was his 
ticket out of Rodeo, then Gilman 
Street was the ideal destination. "It 
saved me from living in a refinery 
town all my life. Everything that I 
have now pretty much branched 
from that whole scene." It's there 
that Armstrong and Dirnt, in need of 
a new drummer, hooked up with 
Gilman Street fixture Tre Cool. 

Tre Cool, born Frank Edwin 
Wright III, grew up in the Mendocino 
mountains, where his father, a 
Vietnam vet, raised Tre and 
his two siblings. Tre's dad built 
many of the houses in the 
area, including that of Lawrence 
Livermore, Tre's nearest neighbor 
and the founder of Green Day's 
original record label, Lookout! At 
the age of 12, Tre joined Livermore's 
pop-punk band, the Lookouts, 
recorded an album, and began 
gigging regularly at Gilman. When 
John Kiffmeyer, the drummer on 
Green Day's debut 39 Smooth, left 
the band, Tre, with Livermore's 
blessing, hopped aboard, and the 
new trio became immediate Gilman 
favorites. With the release of 
Kerplunk, though, and dogged 
cross-country and European touring, 
the band's popularity began to swell, 
and that proved an unpardonable sin 
in the eyes of the staunchly insular 
Gilman crowd. When, in 1993, Green 
Day jumped from Lookout! to the 
Warner Bros, affiliate Reprise 
Records, it was no longer welcome 
in its "home away from home." 

"I can never really go back there 
again," says Armstrong, his voice 
laced with equal parts regret, anger, 
and understanding. "I'll cherish it for 
the rest of my life, but things are 
different now." 

Indeed. The three near-perfect 
singles from Dookie — "Longview," 
"Basket Case," and "When I Come 
Around" — and their accompanying 
Mark Kohr-directed videos presented 
a spunky, brightly colored alternative 
to an audience that had begun to tire 
of the soggy grays and smacked-out 
dolor of grunge. Like the Beatles, 
whose insouciant charms invigorated 
an America devastated by Lee Harvey 
Oswald's expert marksmanship, 
Green Day's cartooned mayhem 
helped relieve the tension created by 
Kurt Cobain's trigger finger. Like the 



Ramones a generation before, Green 
Day made rock'n'roll fun again, 
finding humor in their own self- 
loathing, and honoring the short 
attention spans of high-schoolers. 
Unlike the Ramones, though, Green 
Day sold over eight million copies of 
Dookie. That'll buy an awful lot of fat 
neckties and baby formula, 

"One question we get asked a lot 
now," grouses Dirnt, "is 'How much 
money do you make?' When I was 
younger, I actually asked that question 
to my mom's friend. My mom took 
me and slapped me in the face and 
said, 'Do not ask that question! It's 
none of your business.' Sure, we 
make money. We make plenty of 
money. And it's peace of mind for me 
to know that I've bought my mom a 
house, and that my little sisters don't 
have to live in a trailer anymore." 

Armstrong, as the band's focal 
point, has suffered most from the 
disorientation of sudden stardom. 
"The fucked-up thing about being 
famous and having money is that if 
you complain about something, 
people are like, 'What the fuck are 
you complaining about? You don't 
have to work a real job. You don't 
have to worry about money, or a 
place to live.' I feel like I don't have 
anyone to vent my frustrations to 
because they won't understand." 

Those frustrations are writ large on 
Insomniac, an often-chilling riposte to 
the zit-poppin', spitball-hurlin', mud- 
slingin' abandon of Dookie. "It's a 
lot harder, a lot faster, and a lot 
angrier than Dookie," says Rob 
Cavallo, who, along with the band, 
produced Insomniac over a six-week 
period in July and August. "There's 
no When I Come Around' on this 
record, that's for sure." Though Arm- 
strong's melodies are as bubblicious 
as ever, and Insomniac sounds 
even leaner than its predecessor, 
the growing pains of the past couple 
of years are felt throughout. 

Take "Armitage Shanks," for 
example, the opening track on 
Insomniac. "When I wrote that 
song," says Armstrong, "it was right 
before Dookie came out, and I was 
really at odds with myself. I was like, 
man, do I really want to do this? A 
lot of the time I was thinking about 
suicide, how it's so easy to kill 
yourself, but so hard to stay alive. I 
was in a break-up with my then- 
girlfriend, a total, raving punk rocker 
who didn't approve of me being on a 
major label. She moved down to 
Ecuador, saying she couldn't live in 
a world with McDonald's and such. It 
was fucking me up pretty bad." 

continued on page 140 
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continued from page 138 

Such loss of innocence fuels much 
of Insomniac's rage. While in the past 
the band has spoken freely, even 
eagerly, of its affection for drinking 
and drugging, their words now come 
tinged with caution, as evidenced on 
the album's first single, "Geek Stink 
Breath," a brutal depiction of a life 
corroded by methamphetamine. "It's 
an ugly song for an ugly drug," says 
Dirnt. "We have a lot of friends 
hooked on speed. They're so 
tweaked out, man, it's ridiculous." 

The sadistic dental-appointment- 
from-hell concept for the "Geek 
Stink Breath" video was Armstrong's. 
"Billie Jde called me one day," 
recalls Mark Kohr, the video's 
director, "and said that a friend of his 
with a history of drug problems and 
a real sweet tooth was having his 
teeth pulled out, and he wanted to 
know if I could film it." After viewing 
the clip, the band wasn't quite 
satisfied. "They kept asking me for 
more bubbling blood," laughs Kohr. 

Armstrong, who no longer uses 
speed, refuses to attach a moral 
weight to "Geek Stink Breath." "It's not 
really for it, and if s not really against 
it. It just describes a state of mind, 
and the destructiveness it had on me 
personally." The drug's initial appeal 
still resonates, however. "I liked 
speed because I wanted some rock- 
et fuel. I wanted to think. That's the 
difference between us and the grunge 
scene: We wanted to go faster." 

As Green Day learned, however, 
life can get too fast, speed or no 
speed. Dirnt rolls up his sleeve and 
points to a dramatic tattoo of a snake 
wrapped around a dagger.' Inscribed 
is the word "brother." "Jason had the 
same one," says Dirnt. "I got mine 
in his honor after he died." Dirnt' s 
referring to Jason Andrew Relva, 
a close friend whose fatal car crash 
inspired the song "J.A.R." on the 
Angus film soundtrack. "He was 
going 95," Dirnt recalls unflinchingly. 
"I think he committed suicide." 

"J.A.R." also contributed to the 
recent split between the band and 
its managers, Elliot Cahn and Jeff 
Saltzman, who began representing 
Green Day shortly after Kerplunk's 
release. This past July, beseiged by 
persistent rumors that Cahn and 
Saltzman had leaked "J.A.R." to the 
powerful Los Angeles radio station 
KROQ prior to its official release, in 
order to gain leverage for bands on 
their newly formed 510 label, Green 
Day handed Cahn-Man its pink slip. 
Most industry insiders uphold Cahn 



and Saltzman's innocence with 
regard to the radio leak, but do 
concede that the pair, whose time is 
divided among management, legal, 
and now record company duties, 
may not have fulfilled their primary 
responsibilities as Green Day's 
managers. According to a legal 
spokesman for Cahn-Man, on 
August 29 Cahn and Saltzman filed 
suit in Alameda County Superior 
Court, claiming that the band 
illegally reneged on its contract, and 
that it owes Cahn-Man $165,000 in 
back wages. (A lawyer for Green 
Day did not respond to SPIN'S 
request for an interview.) 

Green Day now proudly considers 
itself self-managed, with dreadlocked 
former guitar tech Randy Steffes 
acting as its liaison. It's a defiant — 
some might say naive — attempt to 
keep their lives and careers their 
own, to reaffix the keep out sign on 
the clubhouse door. "The only three 
people who know what's best for 
Green Day are me, Billie, and Tre," 
says Dirnt, a sentiment echoed 
repeatedly by his bandmates. "We 
know sometimes that all we really 
have is each other," concludes 
Armstrong. "This is the three of us, 
and this is what you get." 

Two nights later, before their 

sold-out gig at the Sportshalle in 
Hamburg, Germany, I'm politely 
asked by the band's publicist not to 
venture backstage. Adrienne and 
Joey have arrived, as have Lisea 
and Ramona, and the guys and their 
families need some time together. 

They hope I understand. What's not 
to understand? 

Green Day play their hearts out 
that evening. Tight to the point of 
airlessness, Armstrong, Dirnt, and 
Tre blast through songs from all four 
of their records, in addition to 
spraying the frenzied crowd with a 
few licks from Survivor's "Eye of the 
Tiger." "Geek Stink Breath" sounds 
like a smash, and the hits from 
Dookie threaten to shear the roof off. 

Armstrong is near delirium, 
scampering from one end of the 
stage to the other, leaping in the air 
like Angus Young in long pants, 
chewing his hands in mock 
nervousness while Tre nails his fills, 
egging on the smitten thousands. 
The fog that had been dogging 
Armstrong has clearly lifted; tonight, 
he's enthralled with the noise and 
the adulation, overjoyed to be 
playing loud, fast music with his 
closest friends. And from a lighting 
platform way in the back of the arena, 
Adrienne smiles and cheers. • 
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equipment at favorable terms, all 
part of a Cold War effort to offset the 
growing Soviet presence in Africa. 
But by 1973, it was apparent that 
Qaddafi was his own man, wild, cer- 
tainly unleashable, and a determined 
foe of Israel. Never known to be gra- 
cious in defeat, the CIA and the 
State Department started to seek 
Qaddafi's ouster. None of their 
efforts — including a bungled inva- 
sion by the National Salvation 
Front — succeeded. Washington's 
back-up strategy was to isolate and 
marginalize Qaddafi. 

Qaddafi made the American plan 
redundant when, in the mid-'70s, he 
took a wild left turn. Infatuated with 
his success, he started crafting the 
Jamahirya, "state of the masses." 
He put his ideas for this new state 
on paper, which, with a nod toward 
Mao, he titled The Green Book. He 
claimed the book was a blueprint for 
real democracy that "solves all of 
mankind's problems." To this day, 
many readers find the work impos- 
sible to follow. One example of 
Qaddafi's formula for dialectic: 
"Woman is a female and man is a 
male.... Woman menstruates or suf- 
fers feebleness every month, while 
man, being a male, does not men- 
struate... As the man does not get 
pregnant, he is not liable to the fee- 
bleness that woman, being a 
female, suffers." 

The Green Book's sections on 
history and politics are just as 
numbing. He combines the zeal of a 
fundamentalist Muslim with bits 
from ancient Greek models and 
pieces from anarcho-syndicalism, 
and then glues it all together with 
fixatives from the Bedouin tradition 
of sharing and egalitarianism. He 
declares capitalism good for the 
elites and no one else; communism, 
he says, stifles the individual; but 
his Third Universal Theory reifies 
Utopia. It calls for a new order based 
on a pyramid of committees topped 
by a People's Congress. 

Social revolution was declared, 
and the call was heeded by young 
zealots. By the late '70s every 
village, urban neighborhood, and 
workplace had at least one commit- 
tee. "I was into it," Maresh admits, 
recounting his days as a revolution- 
ary committee member. "It seemed 
so simple, so right.... I got out two 
years later. Most of my friends did 
the same. Why? Well, it was not 
working. We did not know left from 
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right. Yes, it took me a while to 
figure that out, but we learned a 
big lesson. The thing is we tried, 
tried to make things right. Now we 
know better." 

The revolution was no overnight 
success, and people soon got a 
taste of standing in long lines to 
shop in poorly stocked state-run 
stores. Right on cue, Qaddafi rose to 
the occasion. He announced plans 
for the world's largest construction 
project, one that would turn the 
desert into farmland. 

Dubbed the Great Man-Made 
River, it is a project beyond the 
reach of the pharaohs, grander 
than all the pyramids. The idea 
seems simple: Tap a 
huge water reservoir 
located under the 
Nubian sandstone 
of the Sahara. But 
the engineering is 
mindboggling in its 
complexity, involving 
thousands of miles of 
pipes big enough to 
drive a truck through, 
millions of tons of 
concrete and steel, 
plus a host of logisti- 
cal problems that accompany every 
inch of its projected 3,500-mile length. 

The minister in charge of the 
project says 85 percent of phase 
one, bringing water from the deep 
Sahara to the northeastern coast, is 
complete. He expects to attend the 
ribbon-cutting ceremony next year. 
"We could finish earlier if you Amer- 
icans would lift the trade sanctions. 

We need parts for our bulldozers," 
he says. The minister shrugs on 
hearing the rumored price tag of $28 
billion, nor does he deny projected 
costs of $100 billion to finish the 
project. "We believe it will be worth 
every dinar," he insists. 

An engineer working on the pro- 
ject disagrees. He says, "It is an 
unbelievable mess.. .money flows 
like water." We talk as we eat dinner, 
and he uses my salad plate to make 
a point. "At the rate it is going, each 
tomato they grow with water from 
the Man-Made River will have cost 
$60 to $70 to make." 

Libyan males, I discover, don't 

fear rejection. They're far too sexist 
to think a woman might not want 
them, although one look in a mirror 
would suggest they have an uphill 
battle. It's in this same psychotic 
spirit that Qaddafi has believed him- 
self to be an important world figure. 
In the '80s, he began calling Tripoli 
the Mecca for revolutionaries, 



championing global upheaval and 
the destruction of Israel and its 
allies. He invaded his neighbors. 
His unchecked ego squeezed out 
everything else in Libya, for he nei- 
ther asked for nor needed the con- 
sent of the people on any matter. It's 
at this point that Qaddafi proved 
himself the most wretched kind of 
tyrant: one who's positive that his- 
tory owes him big-time. 

I ask Culture Minister Ibrahim 
about the antecedents he and 
Qaddafi considered in shaping the 
revolution. He talks at length about 
spectacular events that forced 
change — the French and American 
revolutions, and, surprisingly, Oliver 



Every dissenter 
says that the 
American attack 
ruined any chance 
of a coup. 



Cromwell's Glorious Revolution. 
What's interesting is his omission of 
political landmarks related to shar- 
ing power rather than simply grab- 
bing it, as if sharing never entered 
Qaddafi's mind. When I ask Culture 
Minister Ibrahim if he and Qaddafi 
have any regrets, he admits to 
"many, many foreign policy errors" 
and "some domestic mistakes." But 

luckily for him and his boss, he 
concludes, things never imploded 
because of Ronald Reagan and 
American foreign policy. 

"When you Americans bombed 
Tripoli and Benghazi, you blew up 
the opposition movement. You peo- 
ple killed us. It was so stupid," Ali 
says. "We had momentum going. 
People were angry. They had had it 
with the committees and empty 
state stores." 

Ali's view is shared by every dis- 
senter I meet. Army officers are par- 
ticularly harsh in their criticism 
of Reagan's cowboy tactics. They 
assert that the attack ruined any 
chance of a military coup then in its 
final planning stage, as well as 
others for years to come. "We may 
not be smart, but your Pentagon is 
dumb," one disgruntled army captain 
says, getting no argument from me. 

The raid came just at the right time 
for Qaddafi. His Third Universal 
Theory was proving itself better at 
continued on page 144 
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EQUALITY NOW 

An estimated 100 million girls and women around the world have undergone female 
genital mutilation (FGM), the cutting or removal of the clitoris and other external 
genitalia. For those who survive the cutting, which is generally done without 
anesthesia, lifelong health consequences include chronic infection; severe pain 
during urination, menstruation, sexual intercourse, and childbirth; and indelible 
psychological trauma. 

Cultures that practice FGM defend it as a rite of passage and a social 
prerequisite to marriage. But it is used to control women's sexuality, by suppressing 
sexual desire and attempting to safeguard virginity. The practice is prevalent in a 
number of African countries as well as parts of Asia, and among immigrant 
populations in Western Europe and North America. Although no statistical data is 
available on FGM in the United States, anecdotal evidence indicates that it is 
practiced in some immigrant communities. 

In February, Congresswoman Patricia Schroeder introduced the Federal 
Prohibition of Female Genital Mutilation Act of 1995 (H.R. 941). The bill would 
formally prohibit female genital mutilation and set penalties for subjecting anyone 
under the age of 18 to the practice. The bill would also require the Secretary of 
Health and Human Services to undertake outreach activities in communities where 
FGM is practiced, educating individuals about its harmful physical and 
psychological effects. 

Please send letters, telegrams, and petitions to your congressional 
representative and urge him or her to cosponsor and actively work for the passage 
of H.R. 941. Please also write to Representative Bill McCollum, Chair of the Crime 
Subcommittee, at 2266 Rayburn H.O.B., Washington, DC 20515, asking him to 
expedite consideration and passage of the bill. 

Send copies of your letters and any replies you receive to Equality Now, P.O. 
Box 20646, Columbus Circle Station, New York, NY 10023. 

EQUALITY NOW WORKS FOR THE CIVIL, POLITICAL, ECONOMIC, AND SOCIAL RIGHTS OF 
WOMEN AROUND THE WORLD. 
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WHERE'S MUAMMAR? 

continued from page 142 

alienating people than enfranchising 
them. Inflation had galloped out of 
control, often exceeding 100 percent 
a year, and oil prices had plunged. 
The government was teetering on 
the brink of insolvency. Students 
started tossing bricks and demon- 
strating. Tribal chiefs began holding 
secret meetings with the army to 
plan a coup. 

"You could say those were prob- 
lematic days. Things were not as 
well as we had hoped," Ibrahim 
says, understating the discontent. 

"I had not gone to a parade or 
political rally in years," Maresh 
recalls. "Of course, the bombing 
changed that. I even started taking 
my young boys." Maresh rediscov- 
ered that old-time enthusiasm for 
Qaddafi. "We were waving flags. 
What did you expect?" 

"No one in the opposition 
applauded," Ali says. "Reagan killed 
Qaddafi's daughter and other chil- 
dren and did not touch him. The raid 
forced a bad choice: We could back 
Reagan or we could back our country. 
We all chose Libya, naturally. Then 
on CNN we watched Reagan tell all 
these lies about Libya. That hurt, too. 



You know me, I hate Qaddafi. You 
can say what you want about him. 
But do not tell lies about Libya." 

Before and after the attack, Reagan 
and his advisers orchestrated a nasty 
disinformation campaign against 
Libya. Observers describe its scope 
as second only to the effort malign- 
ing Castro around the time of the 
Bay of Pigs. Bob Woodward blew 
the whistle in 1986, reporting that 
journalists were routinely set up and 
used by the White House and the CIA. 

"We slanted everything to read 
our way," a former high-ranking 
member of the National Security 
Council says. "It's fair to say that we 
snookered you guys in the press. But, 
hey, it wasn't hard. Reporters swal- 
lowed hook, line, and sinker.. .locked 
on everything we fed them." Those 
words are later verified when I ran- 
domly pull ten articles from a stack 
of 137 that come out of a computer 
search. I'm able to contact seven of 
the journalists', not one of them is 
willing to stand by their story, nor 
any other they penned a month on 
either side of the April 1986 raid. 
They now contend that their 
sources manipulated them. 

When Reagan left politics, the 

Qaddafi myth returned to a one- 



hand-clapping affair. With the great 
foreign antagonist gone, Qaddafi 
was left to battle his life-long 
worst enemy: himself. Instead of 
grandstanding, he slowly receded 



American 
intelligence 
sources say that 
Qaddafi is a drug 
abuser, a pill popper 
living on a diet 
of Prozac, lithium, 
and uppers. 



from the spotlight. The myth-meis- 
ters continued to pump out the 
iconography and festoon the 
country with reminders of Qaddafi's 
past triumphs. 

Qaddafi has spent much of the 
last three years writing. His latest 
work, The Village, the Village, the 
Earth, the Earth and the Suicide of 
the Astronaut, is a disturbing col- 



lection of stories about urban 
decay. The plot centers on an 
astronaut who returns to Earth 
after an extended stay in space. 
The pilot can't readjust to normal 
gravity and becomes 
despondent when he 
can't find a job. He 
eventually decides 
there is no solution 
and blows his brains 
out. Oddly, Qaddafi 
insists this is a chil- 
dren's book. Some 
people claim it is really 
his suicide note. 

Sources at Ameri- 
can intelligence agen- 
cies say they are 
positive that Qaddafi 
is a drug abuser, 
a pill popper living 
on a diet of Prozac, 
lithium, and uppers. 
None of this can be verified in 
Libya. While I watch Qaddafi's eyes 
all the time, and note a familiar 
stoned look about them, the 
Libyan doctors I meet and come to 
trust discount the rumors of 
heavy drug intake. They admit 
Qaddafi suffers from chronic mood 
swings that fit the profile of manic 
depression, but they believe the 
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attacks are episodic and control- 
lable. They remind me that 
Qaddafi has no monopoly on manic 
depression. The doctors are more 
concerned about Qaddafi's stom- 
ach disorder, an ulcerous condition 
that has plagued him for years. 

Indeed, much of my on-site 
research disputes information given 
up by Washington bigwigs regard- 
ing Libya and Qaddafi. It seems 
American policy-makers are still up 
to their old tricks, ready to deal 
from a stacked deck, passing 
around disinformation, invective, 
and unadulterated lies. For instance, 
the CIA says Libya is constructing a 
nuclear weapons processing plant. 
This is news to the country's top 
welders, pipe fitters, and machin- 
ists, many of whom I track down 
and interview. These are the same 
people who built and maintain the 
country's nuclear power system 
and the only ones qualified to work 
on such a project. Also untrue are 
charges that a chemical weapons 
plant is operating in Ruhaybait. 
In fact, the plant was dismantled 
and turned into a pharmaceutical 
manufacturing center years ago. 
American interests would be 
better served if the true location of 
the chemical warfare plant was 
revealed — nearer Mizda, as my 
investigation and photographs indi- 
cate. Likewise, reports about 
Libya's enhanced long-range mis- 
sile system are proved suspect. The 
installation I manage to inspect 
near Sabrata displays old-model 
Soviet-built missiles that will just 
about reach Italy's Lampedusa 
Island with a tailwind and would fall 
far short of Israel. 

Like the disinformation campaign 
that Washington relies on, the 
American-designed trade embar- 
goes unwittingly further Qaddafi's 
cause. Every government minister I 
meet uses the sanctions as an 
excuse for all the problems in their 
field. In reality, the sanctions have 
little effect on day-to-day life. And 
while not everyone is fooled by what 
locals have dubbed "the great 
excuse." people like Maresh, who 
hope for change but won't work for 
it or even say anything bad about 
Qaddafi, accept the great excuse on 
face value. 

AM and the other dissenters want 
me to believe their movement 
is gaining power. If it is, which 
I doubt, then it comes by de- 
fault. The only ascendant trend I 
encounter in Libya is political apa- 
thy. People look forward to an 
expanding economy; they all seem 



to want fancy cars, more domestic 
servants, fine Italian chocolate, and 
better satellite dishes. Not once do 
I meet anyone who wants to jump- 
start a stalled revolution. I sense 
people would love to see Qaddafi 
retire and assume an esteemed 
position like that of a professor 
emeritus. While history indicates 
that no one with his kind of power 
has ever stepped down, it's just the 
kind of opportunity that might 
appeal to him, providing him 
yet another paragraph in future his- 
tory books. 

Once the case of Pan Am Flight 
103 closes, a lasting solution may 
come out of a remark made by a top 
Libyan official. We were standing 
near the sea and talking about 
winter storms that lash the coast 
when, suddenly, he said, "You 
know, if America could only admit 
that it was wrong at times and enter 
a dialogue with us, Qaddafi 
might then be able to make a grace- 
ful exit. Otherwise, my friend, noth- 
ing changes." 

I share this with an Israeli diplo- 
mat, who shudders at the thought 
of losing Qaddafi. The Libyan 
leader, he contends, has done more 
than anyone to separate Arab 
states and torpedo pan-Arab move- 
ments. "For our purposes, Qaddafi 
has been a godsend," he says. He 
goes silent for a while, digests the 
idea, and then says, "Hmmm. I'm 
sure we will be able to cope with a 
new man. But I will be sorry to see 
Qaddafi go." 

The constant lies and artless 
deceptions of the officials at the 
Libyan Press Information Bureau 
eventually provoke a choice: I can 
leave, or I can stay five years in jail 
for assaulting a government bureau 
chief. Cabinet ministers ask me to 
return; they say my timing was off, 
that it was bad luck that' my visit 
coincided with a seven-week 
stretch of Qaddafi refusing to see 
most foreigners and all Americans. 
"Now you know how we Libyans are 
treated in America and England," 
a deputy to the foreign minister 
says. "When you come back, 
you will get the access you 
were promised." 

Return to Libya? I'd go in a 
flash to revisit the Greco-Roman 
ruins that edge the coast and 
are perhaps the best examples 
of ancient architecture anywhere 
in the world. But there's no rea- 
son to visit Qaddafi, who, I've now 
come to realize, has sought the 
shadows because he has nothing 
interesting to say. e> 
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HEA1 fiesq VENTURA BWO. STUDIO CITY. CA 91SOa 




onlv |JlElt!H *t2.00 
| IOC* co Hon «*h 
(M.L,XL.XXL, call 



or sand check of M O to 
*K>T TEEMAIL 




TOP A FB.EE CATALOG 
CALL OR WRITE 

ANXIETEES 
3«a N. EtJCLtD 
ST. LC'JIS. tar) S3108 
J14-.*67.«ir 
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T-SHIRTS 
Or»/S15S6(<S3s*) 
100° . crjknbeOWs 
Specify L Of XL 
Send ctc/MO to: 
CcvtoenHMcjgGrp 
l575N»»flfyRl1J2S6 

MnrntutitniiurnM Nh ?^ F i!; NY 

RX44AJ6 




CONCERTS 



Tour Dates-All Bands 


CnStaj shows] 

\ inyour*rrJ J 


(^iwrT) (tip) IfiwS) j rtSrf) E 

CSPewals JuWtOTl LJ (S^tSn) 
mtui/sell I ittaata 1 1 ^fc, ] 
diaper * when listening, press "1" to 
replay a message. "2" to skip 
rrfb, ) * P'ess "0" anytime to back up 
ateaj * For tree magnet, send a SASE 

■st 3 to BAND CITY. Box 321-SP, 
tunc Crystal Bay. NV 89402 


p'ess Ml 
CA. FL. NY. II, etc 
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1-900.BAND CITY 

■S £&£■ iCKr^-^— 1 ■ 801 ~234*2428 
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onccri Connection .id. ncxl overleaf 



COOL VIEWING MATERIAL 



MYSTIC FIRE VIDEO 

Avant-garde music, cinema, art. Social, political. 
spintu.il journeys. Terence McKenna. William 
Burroughs, more. Free catalog. Call 1-800-292- 
9tXU or write Mystic Fire Direct. Dept. SP. P.O. 
Box 2249. Livonia. Ml 48151, 



CRUISE SHIP JOBS 



CRl IISE SHIPS HIRING — Earn up to 
$2.<KIO+/mo. working on cruise ships or lor land- 
tour companies. No experience necessary. For 
inlonnalioncall: I - 2(16-6.14-0468, cxl. C9043I, 



DISCOUNT TRAVEL 



EUROPE 



LOWEST airfares 
for Students, Youth & 
Budget Travelers 



Council 



Travel 



1800 2 COUNCIL 

(1-800-226-8624) 



FAN CLUBS 



R.E..VI. 
POST OFFICE BOX 8032 
ATHENS. GA .W603 



PINK FLOYD! EXCLUSIVE TOl'R Coverage 
and Inside Info! Rush S5 lor current "Brain 
Damage Magazine": P.O. Box 109-S7. Westmonl. 
II. 60559. Or CALL 708-545-71 3 I 

HOW ARD STERN FAN CLUB. P.O. Box 707- 
S. Ft. Wash. PA IV054. c .u-.it Videos. Buttons 
& FREE l-shirts. KllUlllllhl & more! Rush $1 
for big package! 



FINANCIAL SERVICES 



OVERDIK BILLS? Bad credit s no problem! 
Apps lo $50,000. Licensed/Bonded. Not loan 
company: TCAC. Box 26.1M7. Birmingham. Al. 
.15260 Or call: !-WMKH69-(>607. 



i 



FUN STUFF 



□ II 



Try EUPHORIA'"! NEW. POWERFUL "herbal 
Ecslacy" formula. 1009! natural! I0TO legal. Feel 
good without the risk. Best prices! Distributors 
wanted. MC/Visa 1-800-333-5444. 



GAY & LESBIAN SERVICES 



CAY? LESBIAN? UNSURE? International Pen 
Pal Program for youth 23 & under. 1625 N. 
Hudson Ave.. LA. CA 90028 or 1213)993-7475. 

YOUNG AND CAY? Resources and referrals for 
youth under 24, Send S2 and large return emelopc 
ml age: LAMBDA YOUTH NETWORK-S4. P.O. 
Box 791 1. Culver City, CA 90233. Confidential. 



HOME VIDEO 



WORLDWIDE TRAVEL. ADVENTURE 
Nudist videos, books, magazines. 100+ video 
catalog S2.00. 2-hr. nude beach sampler S29.95. 
V.. 270 N. Canon Dr.. «I296. B.H.. CA 90210.: 



WORLD'S SEXIEST BEACHES 
Video $50 — Catalog $2 

BRAZIL VIDbO P.O. Box 8572. La )oUa. CA 92038 



INSURANCE 



AUTO INSURANCE 
LOWEST rales In New York City. 5 boroughs 
and counties. Don't pay 100 much! Any Car/Any 
Driver. Call loday for rate: (7181 745-6116 



INSTRUCTION 



CET^IN! 
AUDIO, FILM, VIDEO 




♦ Mull) ■llllin-mtltr 10 sli.lo tatiilii li 

mutual Irliiaa flirlai 
♦ 1-m !r« It* HH-tlr, prattisliiils 

♦ UHs it Iriitlii will citllti tin imp 

II iritis tl I IP list 
♦ fiianr.li! ill itillatli lar llata wli aualily 

♦ Miratiiii carter alactnan! isilstinci 



800-CAN-ROCK 

3300 UNIVERSITY BLVD., WINTER PABK 

(OIWNDO) FlOlllt, 3Z79Z 
Accredited by ACCSCT 



INVENTORS 



FREE INFORMATION KIT! 

The smart way to rnarket/patent your new product idea! 
THE CONCEPT NETWORK. 14«XI-85S 224(1, ext. 197 



JEWELRY 



BODY JEWELRY 

BUY DIRECT AND SAVE! 
FREE Catalog. Attn: Mr. Jonsson. P.O. Box 
3273. Redondo Beach. CA 90277. 



A STERLING 
STATEMENT OF YOTjR 
YALTIES... /ft. 

Tl LL THI WORLD 

ou're onto something! 

vely from CQ Silversmiths 
uquerque, it's "that-little- <2m 
fhing-you-put-in-the-middle-of-a- 
45rpm-to-ftt a jkpn-the-spindle" (also 
frequently seen ashl'IN \l,>g.t/|nc's 



"dingba 
in Sterlii 



!y handcrafted 
ost any way 



PENOANT ON BBVflBfATIN CORD: 

Pin (1 1/16" DiAMtTiR): 

KE Vxf>Ya%l,W /STERLING RINC): ', 

I MUUNCS (i-it l« I It o\l si: 

SMAI L HIS fl 4" I1IANJETFR): 4taC^ 

- ;ACLtt i (9 t)iN(.atOw/l(>BSTi r cLsr): 



BRAttUI (9 l)IN(.l 

Beautiful work. 



si;,\»ipu. 



f/lOBSTER CLSfl: 65.00 

ilutely maranteed. 



IO lo: CQ Jewelry, 507 Oartrnoufh Dr. , 
querque. NM 87106 OR 



for CC orders/info call: 



(505) 256-3952 



JOBS AVAILABLE 



EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 

Assemble Products al Home. Call Toil-Free: I- 
800-467-5566. ext. 2566. 



POETRY 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$24,000 



Send one aujatti ijuein 
20 lints ut less lo 



Th« KaHonal Ubfao ol foctrf 

IHI9 Ctonnyje Di m 
K) Bo> /W 

Possible Publication 0*11^ u>ib md2mw 



mpma 
swiikO siTiiuii ., 



POSTERS/PHOTOS 



CELEB PHOTOS! ROCK. METAL. TV+! Send 
SASE for list. Name Favorites. PIX/SPIN. Box 
20747. Houston. TX 77225. 

CONCERT PHOTOS— AMAZING PRICES/ 

Quality Selection — P.Jam. Chilis. Soundgdn. Cure. 
GNR. Extreme. U2 ... FREE CATALOG W ITH 
SAMPLE: SAM Photos. P.O. Box 6064 (SP). 
Laguna Nigucl.CA 92677. 



PSYCHICS 



LIVE PSYCHICS 

Ready to heu>, 24 hoitjs a day with 
Love. Money, Success. Dextisions 
1-900-476-9991, axt 68 

3.9iVmtnuU 18+ 



ntnrial 



CALL THE SAMPLE LINE! 
TRY OUR PSYCHICS! 
1-800-568-9573 
For Adults over 18 only . 



records/tapes/cds 



New FUGAZI!! New BRANCH MANAGER!! 
New SLANT «!! CDs! $8 each ppd. Also— other 
cool DC musics. In the US. Send I stamp for a list 
OR 4 stamps (overseas: 4 IRC's) for a fully 
illustrated catalog of what we sell. DlsCHnKU 
Records. Depi S. 3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington. DC 20007-1802. P.S. up next: new 
LungUsh and Smart Went Crazy. 

BONG LOAD CUSTOM RECORDS 
Beck. Wool. Fu Manchu. Lutefisk. Crutch. 
Further. Vitamade. The Obsessed. Quinine. 
KXLU Presents & My Favorite Martian... 
Demolisten Vol. I. Vinyl LPs & 45s. Send stamp 
for Catalog Bl.CR. P.O. Box 9.1 1 538. Hollywccd. 
CA 90093-1538. 

AMAZING FREE MAIL ORDER Catalog! 
Punk, Reggae, Dub, Ska, Industrial. New Wave, 
Techno. ROIR. 61 I Broadway. Suite 41 I s. NYC, 
NY 10012. TF.L: 212-477-0563. 

HUGE PUNK/ALTERNATIVE CATALOG 65- 
pages. hard-to-find titles. Send SI ($3 int'l): 
DEEP SOUND 2950 Johnson Dr.. *I09S. 
Ventura. CA 93003. 



to: 



American Music Club, Archer* of 
Loaf, the Edsel Auctioneer, Game 
Theory, Hypnolovewheel, Gigolo 
Aunts. Matt Keating, Tommy 
Keene, Knapsack, The Loud Family, 
Picasso Trigger, Small, The Sneetches, 
Throneberry & Yo La Tengo. Write for 
a free mail order catalogue to: Alias 
Records. Dept. Spn. 2815 W. Olive 
Ave., Burbank, CA 91505 



■jpSSJB apparatus, blink-182, clay 
RSSmS people, fluf, garden variety. 
tmmSdim heavy vegetable, overwhelming 
colorfast, rocket from the crypt, 7 seconds, 
swivelneck & more! Fer free mi sr4sr it!), 
Mill ti Cirjo Mellerier, Dipt St., 4901-906 
Mirsii Bill, Sis Dint, CA 92117-3432 
DIRECT TO STORES I 818.488.9292 



COOL LIVE EURO CD't 

Rad Religion * Rtwiie Bo>» * Reck, ' Collective 
Soalf * CoumnuCrowi • l«*tct\il Dad * (m-cn 
D*y • Host * »Wi Add. * L7 • Uv« • MN • 
Nirvana • NOFX " Own • Ofb«*in|t • Pantoa * 
Pavement • Pool l«m • Ptmh • Hnmm • RfcM • 
Rage KT Machine * RoUins * Sm. Pum.nkioi * 
S.T PiloO • Tool • Kttl Yowig ■ 100-1 mora • 

FREE CATALOG : CD CONNECTION 
PO Box 1014)1 • 69004 Hndribeqi * Gamin) 



peopfe who must£ 



I III ROAD YOU TRAVEL 



as>01 906 MORENA BOULEVARD 
SAN DI£GO. CA 921 17 3432 
DIRECT TO STORES 619 463 9292 



RARE. IMPORTED & INDEPENDENT, CDs, 

Posters, etc. P.Jam. Creenday. Nirvana. NIN. 
Pumpkins. 100' s more Catalog: $1.00 Off the 
Record. 322 S. Mam tSpB). Royal Oak. Ml 
48067. 1810)398-4436. 

MATANSA! HEAVY GUITARS MANIC 
LOOPS BENT VOCALS. Full length CDs. S8 
ppd. to: Centipede Records, P O Box 691691. 
West Hollywood. CA 90069. SASE for catalog. 

WE'VE GOT NOW WHAT YOU'LL SEE IN SPIN 
next year! Send SI (cash) for Vinyl/CD catalog to 
Vinyl Ink Records. Dept. S. 955 Boniranl St.. 
Silver Spring. MD 20910. OR netalogWari.net. 

INDUSTRIAL, ELECTRO & GOTHIC 

Outstanding selection & price. Exclusively CDs. 
FREE catalog: DIGITAL UNDERGROUND. 
526 S. 5th St.. Philadelphia, PA 19147. Or call 
today! (215) 925-5324. 



MAMMOTH RECORDS 



Bats. Mi Sables, Oiairsaw Utters. bllnMI 
FtirtADaAMnbi Mara Hatfieid. Joe Henry, Jabbiru*. Jam t 
tt» Sea dim .HI Cm*. Machines of Loving Brace .Planet Dog. 
Pram Seng. Sauirral Nut Uppers. Yeto-Detarj, ricttna (Warns 
VU.iki JJe ltH WeJ W ITiTrl 



Can Mill 2nd Floor Carrhoro NC 27S10 attention Rmhaed W 
or unite iiilu&iiaiiiiulB.canT 



ATTN, 'MELROSE PLACE' FANS: 

You ill suck. Not only does the Mitador catalog 
feature the latest in 0V- style rock'n'roll, but we've 
also got the hottest raw titles from the SCAT. CRYPT, 
Mali , PCP and TEENBEAT labels. When ere they 
gonna put 'the Odd Couple' back on the air? 

ftrt^^oyiMj^^ij^x^ 



FREE CATALOG 

The Best New Indie Releases PLUS Our Own 
Just Signed Actl tike: 
Tht Muldoons. from U P Michigan with a new 7" 
plus CD & Cassette It's catchy punk musk with 
dark, personal lyrics Call or write for frtt catalog. 
Noiscosaurus • 2457 Grand Ave 
Suite 242 • Ventura CA 93005 NOl $E OSA U K U S 
(80 S) 647-0900 • dknoise aol.com 



free catalog 

love apinvb dovrawofth, .yds, eden, 
black tape for a blue girt attrition, 
faith 6 the mine and BO'iothen 



i. box IS91. gankngrwt, to 92642 



PRO SING Karaoke 

Free Catalog: World's largest 
selection. All Brands of equipment. 
CD+G, LD's, Vocal Eliminators. 
Players. Speakers, Mies 
CSP/ P.O. BOX 1106 
Bridgeview. IL 60455 
1-800-800-8466 
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T-SHIRT - $13.00 PPD 

1 COLO* ON NATURAL/ »»IC1M L« ■■ *L 


VISA o> MASTERCARD ORDERS CALL 

1. 800. SUB P0P1 

01 SIH CHECK ir KORET OtDEI tO 
. Sal Pip Sal trier . 
l!J2 ht «.«. S.iK UJ3 
Stitth.M Hill 


MtrultllCIBTl 


OKIES CKTIE06 1 otSCOIIT CBIPM 



Avail, Hi-5's, MTX, 
Pansy Division, Queers, 
Riverdales, Vindictives, 
oh & OPI V & Green 
Day too. For catalog 
send 2 starnps:LKSP P.O.B.1 1 374, 
Berkeley, CA.94701 



I: NIRVANA: "Into The Black" six CD boxed set 
history u/demos. nutuxes. unrelcascd mat.: SI49.99 
2: NIRVANA: "Oulcesiicides" Ml. Ill Rare outlakes, 

uncut versions, demos: $30.00 each. 
1 PINK FLOYD: "Total Eclipse" a retrospective. 
Four CD set: $99.00. 

4. NIN: Non-stop "Mega Mixes" 21 songs — "Demos & 

Remixes" — "Shallow Crave": $30.00 each 

5. PEARL JAM: "Hallucinogenic Recipe" 5 CD history 
/booklet w/ home demos, ourtakes. concert mat.: S 1 29.00 

Call for your Live CD needs! 
Catalogs $3.00 \ LsaAK /lhVMO 1817) 921-1441 
DEW'S RECORDS. 2800 W. Berry, Ft Worth, TX 

RARE/LIVE/IMPORTED Audio & Video 
tapes: Pearl Jam. 9 Inch Nails. Creenday. 
Nirvana. REM. Pumpkins. Hole. Tons More! 
Catalog $1.00. LB Video. Box 1864-Sp-IO. 
Royal Oak. Ml 48068. 

DISCOUNT CDs, LPs, CASSETTES. Unused! 
Catalog $2! RlVINGI Records. Box 11791s). 
New York. NY 10276. 

RARE & IMPORTED CDs. Records. Books. 
Videos. 1/2 Million Titles! Catalog S3 .00. Music 
Mailorder. Box 2172.1. Milwaukee. Wl 53221-0723. 

CDs $9.98. CASSETTES $4.98. All Titles. AM 
domestic labels. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Send S I to 
SRM ftOMMJUUC*. lilt) Suncrest Dr.. Ogiien. UT K441H. 

THE RECORD DETECTIVE can find the records & 
CDs you've been looking for! Send requests: SHANE. 
PO Box 75 1 556. Peuiluma. CA 94975- 1 556.. 

SKA! SKA! SKA! 
Free catalog and newsletter! Send a SASE to: 
Moon. P.O. Box 1412. New York. NY 10276. 

TOLCH AND GO RECORDS: Free l .il.ilog: The 

Jesus Lizard, Butthole Surfers. Seam, Shellac, Urge 
Overkill. Superchunk & more Write: PO Box 25520- 
EC. Chicago. IL 60625 
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SCREAM RECORDS 



36 RIVER STREET 
^r*"^* ROCHESTER NH 03867 



KILL ROCK STARS 

PUNK ROCK RECORDS AND CD'S 



bikini kill. rjodhoadS 
lots more, send 2 stai 



rtwound. nuiry lou lord. 
dhoodSilo. thrones and 
-id 2 stomps for catalog: 

120 ne state ave. #418 
olympia. wa 98501 



REAR RECORD* 

Jt|I trm. kA MI4 
'Mfw Yost*. MY 1 00 1 



THE COtS* Perfcrm hke 
$oh S s 4* WEE* • CO-t 

■nwful lot- o-F • - • .-,--•<-. 



RESEARCH SERVICES 



TERMPAPER ASSISTANCE 
Call ror FREE 3I»-Page Catqalog Listing 
29,000 Topics. Original Research Available. 
Call Toll-Fm: 800-777-7901. Open Everyday! 

TERMPAPER SOLUTIONS 

Call our electronic library of unique, quality papers. 
l-SOO-PAPERS-1 or (609) 489- 1400 (11-6 EST). 



Term 
Paper 

Blw g< 




TERM PAPER ASSISTANCE 

Catalog of 20,000 research papers 

Order Catalog Today with Visa/MC or COD 

E3E>1 800-351 0222 

or (310) 477-8226 Mon. . Fri. 9am - 5pm {Pacific time) 
Or »nd $2. DO with coupon below 

Ow ?80 mc« attfof cnttaim dctated dOTiptofn ot 1*0.000 
murdi p*p*ra. I virtual library of in(onr>jtirjn * fom firiffrtipa 
fndnote wd bfUtopaphic pages an> free Ordennt s is etsr is 
pKhn| up your pftorn. Let Hits nluiMt educattonil nd tmt you 
tWllap w t your coHap yean. 

EXAMPLES OF CATALOG TOPICS. . . 

?1Ut - HUMAN INTELLIGENCE Atfafym ctyi'k-ng 
rh«»aB & »iues met lQ rs not only mhentad. but also otatM 
by enwtMtrneiTt. mal nxt conteitual forces 1G otatoriv S 
suires. 10 pages 

21140 • DRUG USE 4 ADOLESCENT SUICIDE. Inodnct, 
cmiwdnrts, abwe n "s* t mia aja r ., family oVjtwtctwt. atf- 
adaain. p«l I futwt mtrch 22 citations. IS sourns. 6 pafts 

toUaXJi Assntatxt also prewdM custom retttveh tnd thes» 
ssistarce Our staff of professional writers, each writj«| m the* 
helds of expert'**, can assist |Ou wrtb |A your research needs 

QUALITY GUARANTEED 

I RESEARCH ASSISTANCE" " 

11322 Idaho Aw., Suite 206-JS 
I Wast Los Angeles. California 90025 
Please tush my catalog Enclosed is 12 to oner postage 

Name 

Address 

(Sly S 



SAFE SEX 



ENJOY HOURS OF SEXUAL PLEASURE! 

"STAMINA" Chinese herbal formula can give you 
extra sexual energy so you can last longer! 3 doses 
Sll 30 doses S39.95. Visa/MC: Call t -800-788-3456. 



SERVIC 



CouWYoKjUseaUtrJeLubeNextTeme!? 

You've been featured in SPIN. ..twice! You 
just came back from tour... 
So where the Hell is the money? 

■Revorx* Aucte*ustness 

Uchter & Associates. CPAs 

Lasvrerxe C Earty 
(213) 5490190 Fx:(213) 54M2Z7 LPLLCEOaol com 



SINGLES 



BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN! 
FREE 36 pg. 500 pholo color catalogue. 

Club Prima. 1 104 R. Thorpe Ln.. 
Suite I I0NC. San Marcos. Texas 78*66. 
(512) 396-5522 (24 hrs.) 




Meet TRULY BEAUTIFUL 
RUSSIAN WOMEN BY MAIL 

FREE broch. Family Inl'l. P.O. Bin 948-Sp. L.A.. 
CA 90078. (21.1)467-2334. 

An S&M message — Intelligent! Loving! From 
dominant/submissive ladies in the USA. FREE 
inquiry, please 9O8-284-8O66/202-452-5522. 

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN. FREE 500- 
Photu Catalogue. 24 hour, loll fret: 800-434-1105. 
Fax: 407-968-732& Outside I.S.V. (407) 966-6886. 
P.O. Box 6101. lake Worth. FL 33466. Anastasia 
Contact Club. 

RUSSIAN LADIES. TRULY BEAUTIFUL, 
EDUCATED, want to meet YOU. 1.000 selected 
from 16.000+ applicants. FREE color 
photobrochure! Write to: Russia33. Post Office Box 
88885 1 . Atlanta. CA 30356. (770) 458-0909. 

MEET WOMEN WORLDW1DF:. FREE 32 page 
photo catalog. Cherry Blossoms, I90PI Rainbow 
Ridge. Kapaau. HI 96755. (408) 980-7488. 

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN LADIES 

Frec40-pg, catalog. Anastasta. Dep. 62. Box 906, 
WinchcMcr. KY 40392 (606) 745-0776. 



TELEPHONE ENTERTAINMENT 



CANDY STORE— Flnger-Licken' 
Good! 2-ON-l, PARTY LINE, HOT 
PERSONALS, FANTASIES. S2.49-4.99/niin. 18+ 
1-900-745-0320 OR I-800-289-GIRL 



LIVE ONE-ON-ONE 

Hot Girts want to talk to vou Now! 
1-800-822-GIRL 

S2/min Major cc & personal Checks, 1 8+ only 

UNCENSORED NASTY WOMEN 
1-900-496-8080 

$2.50-S3.50/min 18+V/MC 

GAY STUDS NOW! Hot Man-Sleaze! 
PARTY LINE, 1-ON-l, HOT PERSONALS, 
FANTASIES. S2.49-S3.99/min. 18+ 
1-900-745-0696 OR 1-800-261-2625 

HOT — WILD — SEXY 
1-ON-l, X-RATED LIVE TALK 

1-800-238-LIVE $1.69/min. 

REAL PHONE NUMBERS OF REAL BABES 
and REAL STUDS looking for YOU! 
7,000 VOICE ADS! 1-900-454-4500 

$2.99/min. 18+ Conn USA, Ft. Laud. FL 

2 HOT LIVE GIRLS + YOU! 

I-80O-HOT2-ON-I 
l-800-468-266l/Adull.x/S2.50-S4.99/min. 

CALL MOTEL "69" — LIVE TALK 

NO "900" CHARGES/NO BLOCKING 
1-809-474-6900 
Adulls only/lnl'l Toll 

GUYS CURIOUS ABOUT GUYS 

1-800-871-3469 1-900-745-3397 

S2.50-3.99/min. 18+ 



CONCERTS 



^ . ULTIMATE 



* ADVAHCt TOUR SCHEDULES! 

* MUUIK ADDRESSES! 

* HOKt t'S fW BEST TICKETS! 

* NE* 1 COMCUT LOCATOR ftATURE! 

<■ our Artist 



* COHCtRT USUHGS BY ARIA! 

* THE LATEST HEWS i UPDATES! 

* UPDATED DAILY / 24 HOURS! 

* PIUS MUCH, MUCH MORE! 



8361 10,000 Maniacs 
2231 AC/DC 
2684 Adam Ant 
6261 Aimee Mann 
2541 Alice In Chains 
2527 B-52s 
2325 Beck 

2382 Better Than Ezra 
4361 Billy Idol 
5632 Billy Joel 
2523 Black Crowes 
2^82 Bhies Traveler 
2661 Bonjovi 
2692 Boy? II Men 
7771 Bruce Springsteen 
2321 Bryan Adams 
2656 CoUective Soul 
2683 Counting Crows 
2723 Cranberries 
2853 The Cull 
2871 TheCure 
6283 Dave Matthews Band 



3331 DefLeppaid 

3371 DepecheMode 

3372 Des'ree 
3871 Duran Duran 
3242 Eagles 
5641 Elton John 
2671 Elvis Costello 
3682 En Vogue 
2525 Eric Clapton 
4461 Gin Blossoms 
4641 Go Go's 
4721 Grateful Dead 
4737 Green Day 
4861 Guns N Roses 
4672 H O RD E Tour 
4651 Hole 
4663 Hootie 4 the Blowfish 
4631 Indigo Girls 

4691 INX5 

5222 Janet Jackson 

5374 Jesus At Mary Chain 

7622 Jill Sobulc 



2831 Jimmv Buffet 
6351 lohn Mellertcamp 
5462 King Crimson 
5472 KISS 
5387 Letters To Cleo 
5484 Live 

5651 LollapaUxva Tour 
5871 Luscious Jackson 
6231 Madonna 
3841 Melissa Etheridge 

6354 Melvm, 
6382 Metal lie J 
2651 Michael Bolton 
5221 Michael Jackson 
6682 Motley Crue 
6832 Mudhoney 
9682 Neil Young 
6461 Nine Inch Naila 
6471 Nirvana 
7321 Pearl Jam 
7462 Pink Floyd 
7641 Poison 



PLUS...OVER 500 MORE! (Ifyourfavuritefuoupisriotlistedhere.justpressi 
phone that cunt 



1832 Queensryche 

7363 R-EjM. 

7312 R.H. Chili Peppers 

MM RollingStones 

7S71 Rush 

7872 Rusted Root 

7322 Seal 

pBff Shawn Colvin 
2763 SherylCrow 
6262 Sinead O'Connor 
7541 Skid Row 
7621 Smashing Pumpkins 
7682 Soundgarden 
K321 Tears For Fears 
s"l Tesla 
7 VS1 Tom Petty 
8221 U2 
s2o: Van Halen 
6341 VineeNeil 
9331 Weezer 
4oKl Whitney Houston 
sly the numbers on your 



ist 3 letters of the group, or artist's last name (Le. BON Jovi ■ 26b. Bryan ADA ms > 232). 



SSSfc 1 -800-4 14-ROCK 

fi v $2.°9/min. Under 18 Gel Parent's Permission. Avg. Call 3 min. 



FREE 

1-801-855-8570 
18+ normal USA L.D. rales apply 

Hear Naughty Girls Getting 
SPANKED 
1-900-263-5759 
HOT FANTASIES 

1-900-255-6365 
S2.95/min. 18+S.U.E.. Phila. PA 

SWEET SORORITY GIRLS LIVE! 

01 1-592-598-653 FROM 82c/mul. 
I-9O0-745-46O6 S2/min. 18+ 



DIAL-A-SLUT — LIVE!!! 

, 1-800-385-5485 1-809-474-1401 
1-800-318 2391 18+ 1-800-618-9176 



LIVE AT THE PLEASURE DOME 
1-800-318-2383 
- 1-800-957-3081 



I-800-448-S1.LT - 
1-800-581-9442 18+ 



1 -900-773-ROCK 



1-900-451-3373 



9 (U.S.I/min. Under 18 Get Parents Permiiwrn. Avg. Coll 3 min. $3.99 (CAN]/min. 



!9<*5 CONCERT CONNECTION, LTD., DKCSMLK, PA 19025 



THE BEST IS YET TO C#Mmmmm 

I-80O-670-CUMM (2866) instant credit 
1-800-971-4865 instant credit 18+ 

CHEAP LIVE PARTY 

ALWAYS UNCENSORED! peine. 
18+! 1-809-474-4846 intl. I d. fir. 25<f/I/2 min. 



GUYS meet GUYS LIVE! 

AT THE BOY'S CLUB pc inc. 

18+ 1-809-474-4873 bjtl i d. ft .25*/ 1/2 rnia. 

HOTEL CALIFORNIA rM PAR H I. INK 

801 234-2222 OR 801-855-7448 
reg. domeslic Id call, no extra chgs. 

WORLD'S HOTTEST FANTAS1F:S 

SEXXXfll 1-59-224-8001 S&M Line: 01 1-59-224-6666 
2Lesbus:01 1-59-224-8004 Oral TalkrOI 1-59-224-8269 

INSTANT CREDIT!! 

Hot. Sexy & Uncensored 
1-800-605-6004 or I-80O-89O-7545 18+ 

RED-HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 

Come anytime. I-800-3I3-DAWN! 
Intl. LD Rates apply 18+ 

LIVE, GRAPHIC SEX ORGY: 01 1-245-292-866 
A RED HOT JUICY CHERI!! 011-245-292-863 
REAL PORN STARS SATISFY: 011-245-292-872 

RAW. HARDCORE SEX!! 
Live & Fjtplidt! 011-592-579-555 

011-592-579-561 011-592-579-563 

BIG BUSTY GIRLS! 

1-800-677-6009 
Adults over 18. 

_ EAVESDROP LINE 

SECRETLY LISTEN To HOT Phone Sex Calls! 
212-691-2444 99<7min. 

FREE LOVE LIVE! 

01 1-592-587-804 from 82c/min. 
I -800-3 1 8-2369 instant credit 

TWO SEXY GIRLS! 
They're Hot & They Want You! 

1-800-723-5472. Adults. 18+. 

XXX RAUNCHFEST: 011-592-597-744 
ULTIMATE ORGY: 011-592-597-728 

CHEAP Pay inl'l LD as low as 29c/l /2 mm. 1 8+ only! 



NEED A DATE TONIGHT.' Meet Singles In Your 
Area By Area Code! 1-900-945-5500. Ext. 6761 
S2.99/min.. 18+ Procall (602) 954-7420. 

LIVE ADULT PLEASURES 

ONE-ON-ONE 
1-809-537-0862 
HOT PARTY LINE 

1-809-537-0585 

MAN TO MAN 
1-809-537-0720 

PH. CO CHG. 49c-$l .l7/min. 

DO ME! 

1-800-860-6969 
18+ $3.47/minutc 

HOT SEXY GIRLS 
1-500-SEXY-500 

1-800-810-SEXY 

1-800-344-0777 
011-239-8614 from ,99/min. 

HOT— LIVE— GIRLS 

Unforbidden Live: I -809-474-8048 
Steamy Uncensored: 011-592-584-400 
Sleaze Line: 011 -592-58*424 
Inl'l LD rates apply, as low as .33/min. 18+ 

ATTENTION GAYBOYS! 

DIAL-A-STUD 1-809-474-8199 
LIVE LEATHER BOYS 0 1 1 -592-244-75 1 

EAVESDROP or LIVE lonl 

European Girls on the line 24 hours, 
samples: I 8(H) 556 2815 

PART TIME SLUTS!!!!!!!!! 

Innocent nymphos strip 4 you: 01 1-592-592-232 
Quick release wl barely legal co-eus 0 1 1 -592-592-227 

LIVE*LIVE*LIVE*LIVE*LIVE 
RAUNCHY LIVE SEX ORGY 
1-809-474-5070 

SIZZLING LIVE EXOTIC GIRLS 
GIRLS 1-on-l: 1-809-474-6179 18+ 

C'HATLINE: 14M9-474-6I74. Id applies, no addl'l digs. 

TALK LIVE & LUSTFUL 

All Lifestyles & Fetishes 
$35/30 min. 21+ V/MC/AX 1-800-776-1494 

INTRODUCING X-RATED ACTION 
WITH SEXY BABES! 

l-900-725-»FUN(I8+ 3.99/min.) 
01 1 -639-888-885- 190 ( 1 8+/Int'l rates apply) 

BAD GIRLS! HOT SEXY SAMPLES 
1-800-204-9691 
Adulls 18+ Strictly 

UNCENSORED SAMPLES — DO IT NOW! 

1-800-354-9591 
Adulls 21+ 

HOT BUFF STUDS! 
1-809-563-0390 
Men Meeting Men 

18+ Inl'l Toll Charges Apply 

HOT SAMPLES— W ILD W OMEN 

Want To Turn You On! 
212-319-2630. 18+. 

Al The Club California. No One Sleeps! 
1-809-563-9518 
Check In and Check II Oul! 

18+ Int'l LD applies 





I'M GONNA LOVE YOU WITH MY LIPS! 

011-592-587-805 from 82«/min. 
I -800-987-IS65 instant credit 18+ 

HOT PHONE SAMPLES 

212-223-4227 
MUST BE OVER 18. NO WAITING 

GUYS! ELY COCKPIT AIR! 

LIVE! UNCEN SORED LIVE! 
PVi>:18+ 1-809-474-4382 rnyrtiutr.25c/10inii 

HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 
Horny Women Want to Talk to You! 
(212)741-1202 .99</min. 

2 HOT! 2 LIVE! 2 NITE! 

I -800-379-5634 instant credit 
1-800-984-4865 instant credit 

BI-CL RIOLS7 DON'T BE SHY CL'Y~ 
I -800-286- WACK instant credit 
1-900-741-8080 $3.99/min. 18+ 

REAL WOMEN— SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-472-8404. 
Adults 18+ Strictly. 

'.NEW ADULT FANTASIES! 
1-809-474-5657 
Fulfill All Your Desires! 

18+ Int'lToll Applies 

STUDS BACKDOOR BALLROOM 

01 1-592-249-005 from 82c/min. 
I-800-509-WACKI9225) inst. credit. 

GAY MEN! HOT NEW PARTYUNE NOW OPEN! 

IT S WILD— IT'S FREE*— 24 hours a day 18+ 

1-918-783-2076 

•From 900/976 chgs. All you pay is toll. 

REAL WOMEN OPEN TO PARTY!! 
LTVE! Pleasure Daring Call: 14M9-5634M97 

GROUP SEX*SHARE FANTASIES* 
GET OFF: 

l-800-PARTYLINE 027-8954) $199/mm. 

SIZZLING HOT 

LIVE PHONE SEX 
212-741-1202 99*A11N. 

EXPLICIT! ALL I ASTKS WELCOME! 

1-800-354-9596. 
18+ ONLY. 

UNLEASH YOUR SEX LIFE! 

1-90O-23O-4739 
TALK WITH THE BABES OF YOUR DREAMS! 

$3.99/min. 18+ 

SEXY GIRLS DO IT ALL! 
1-800-204-9688 
Adults 18+ only. 

LIVE "69" ON THE LINE! 

011-592-587-757 From 82c/min. 
1-900-344-0069 $3.99/min. 18+ 

DIRTY DELIGHTS 

1-800-285-8998 
Adults over 18 only! 

TALK TO HOT HORNY BRITISH BABES! 

1-800-769-4475 
FOR INTERNATIONAL PLEASURES! 
18+ LD rates apply. 

FLESH FOR FANTASY 

1-800-865-9882 INSTANT CREDIT 
1-900-234-4040 S2.99/MIN. 18+ 



♦LIVE»LIVE*LIVE»LIVE*LIVE* 

The Ultimate Adult Fantasy Line! 
1-809-563-9430. 
18+ Int'l toll applies 

SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-374-6833. 
MUST be over 18 

INNOCENT GIRLS! 

Need Men to Practice their Nasty Habits on! 
Call: 1-800-659-6562 
18+ Reg. LD Charges May Apply 

LESBIANS. FIND OUT HOW 

212-486-0484 
Adults over 18. 

GAY STUDS— FREE SAMPLES! 

1-800- 806-7782 
Men over 18 ONLY. 

LIVE! FETISH HOTLINE LIVE! 

Voluptuous Mistress will allow you to 
Experience the Ultimate Pleasure 
212-741-1202 99s/min. 21+ 

HOT LIVE GAY ACTION 
Now Available in the U.S.A.! 
011-592-595-947 

Hardcore Action 24hrs. a day' 
18+ Int'l Toll Applies 

NEW! STRICTLY ADULTS 18+ 
Dial 1-800-666-4975 
YOU WON'T BE DISAPPOINTED 

WELCOME TO BOYS TOWN! 

The Ultimate Gay Playground' 
011-592-599-811 

18+ As low as 69c/m Int'l loll 

ARE YOU HOT AND BOTHERED? 

Help is Here! 
Kinky Porno Babes: 01 1-592-247-245 
Hot 2-Glrl action: 01 1-592-247-246 

Explicit Partylines Now Available in the U.S.A.! 
18+ Int'lToll Applies 

Live Slut Dates! 011-592-586-121 18+ 
Eavesdrop Live! 011-592-586-142 low Id 
Straight Action Line! 1-809-474-7549 
Gay! Gay! Gay! Live! 1-809-474-7546 

COME ALIVE. SAMPLES BY PHONE 
1-800-274-7615 
Over 18 only! 

AMERICA'S NEWEST PARTYLINF. LS HERE!! 
For FREE* and exciting Chat Call: 
1-918-783-2185 24Hn/day 
18+ 'From 900/9766 chgs. Reg. toll applies. 

A QUICK RELEASE. GET OFF FAST. 
1-800-666-4946 
Adults Over 18 

SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-229-0931 
Adults over 18 only. 

Unccnsorcd Hoi Sex Partv: (II 1-592-590-644 
Complete Release l-on-1: 01 12-592-583-949 
Eavdropon 2 Lesbians: 01 1-592-598-1 12 

MEET LOCAL SINGLES! 
ALL LIFESTYLES! 

1-900-267-4252, ext. 77 

$1.98 per min. 18+ 



THE HOTTEST LINE AROUND! 

Talk lo Hot Singles Across the Country! 
24 hrs/day 1-918-783-2200 18+ 
Reg. Toll Applies. 

BOTTOMS UP! 01 1-592-597-672 

PERVERTED PLEASURES! 01 1-592-597-704 

CHEAP"! you only pay int'l Idas low as _29c/l/2 mm. 18+cdy! 



A NOTE TO OUR READERS: 

We want you to patronize our 
advertisers, but PLEASE be 
advised that if you call ANY of 
these numbers, you will be obliged 
to pay for the services you receive. 
"Free" does not always mean you 
don't pay, and 800 numbers are 
not always free! And, If you're 
under 18, Don't call! 



DISCREET EXPERIENCE. 
WOMEN BY PHONE: 1-800-322-9430 
Adults 18+ 

DIAL YOUR DREAM DATE NOW! 
Local Singles Dateline 

1-900-998-3696. ext. 2091 S2.9S/min. avg. 3mm. 18+ 
TT phone. Tclcservicc USA (301 1 797-2311. 

HOT WILD WOMEN WANT TO TURN YOl (IN 

REAL SAMPLES. 1-800-322-9630 
18+ 

HOT SEXY SAMPLES. 
1-800-468-4028 
Adults 18+ Smelly 

BACKDOOR BAMBI 011-592-597-898 
HARDCORE HEAVEN 011-592-597-966 

18+ only! pay only int'l Id rales from .29C/I/2 min. 

MAN SCAN! 

HOT NEW GAY ACTION! 
1-809-490-8005 

Meet the Best. Screen the Rest 
18+ LD as low as 47c/min. 

SCORE YOUNGER MEN! 

All New— All Gay— All Male 
1-918-783-2026 

24 hours/day! It's Live! 18+ Reg LD Applies, 

STRANGEST STUFF EVER! 
CALL IF YOU DARE! 1-800-555-7410 

Adults 18+ 

WELCOME TO BOYS TOWN! 
The Ultimate Gay Playground! 

011-592-599-811 
18+ as low as 69c/min. Int'l loll. 

PANTY FANTASY 011-592-591-513 
KINKY SECRETS 01 1-592-597-761 

CHEAP! pay int'l Id only Don't call if under 18. 

SEXY SLUTS AT YOUR SERVICE 

1-800-318-2369 instant credit 
011-592-573-823 from 82«/min. 

BAD GIRLS NEED IT HARD & FAST! 

1-800-421 -WILD (9453) 
S2.69/min. 21+ 

LONELY? CALL TONIGHT 
PLEASE BE MINE 

I -900-990-4000. ext. 1147 
S2.99/min. 1 8 years old Procall (6602) 954-7420 



LIVE HOT UNCENSORED: 01 1-592-587-980 
2 LUSCIOUS CO-EDS: 011-592-587-957 
FROM BEHIND: 011-592-587-114 

EAVESDROP ON LIVE, EXPLICIT TALK! 

01 1-592-590-719 or Get It all Live! 212-986-9856/7 
RV/TS Dates. Fantasies. Training I -91)0-468-5578 
or 212-986-1777/8 18+ 

XXPLICIT LIVE ORGY! 1-809-474-2630 

CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVE! 01 1 -592-247-672 
RAUNCHY SEX LIVE l-ON-l 1-809-474-7606 

BI-CURIOUS? 1-809-474-1 180 
SEDUCTIVE SLUTS WANT YOU! I-809-474-II8I 
HOT LIVE PHONE SEX! 1-809-474-2631 
BAMBl'S EAVESDROP LINE: 1-809-474-1179 
FETISH HOTLINE 1-809-474-6893 

LIVE! EROTIC GAY X-CHANGE 
1-900-435-0544 

18+ Call 24 Raunchy Hrs a Day! only 2.5(>-3.99/min 

SLEAZE LINE 011-972-565-41-015 
NAUGHTY SLUTS 011-972-565-41-033 

pay int'l Id as low as 26c/ l/2min.. 

STEAMY GAY ACTION 011-592-595-212 
EXTRA HOT LIVE PARTY 1-809-474-6896 
RAW AND WILD l-ON-l 011-592-247-673 
HOT EXPLICIT ECSTASY 1-809-474-6895 
LONELY HOUSEWIVES 1-809-174-6894 
RAW NASTY WET GIRLS 1-809-474-7608 
SUPERHOT FANTASIES 011-592-595-852 
ALL NEW MAN SCAN 01 1-592-595-21 1 



AMATEUR PORN SLUTS 011-592-597-423 
SLEAZY VOYEUR LINE 011-592-597-735 

CHEAP! pay int'l Id only mustbel8+! 




A special collection ol adult products, 
dedicated to communication and sen- 
sual well being. Experience the unique as 
well as the traditional, with out 36-page 
catalogue including lotions, lubricants, mas- 
sage products, peisonal stimulators, and 
educational books and videos 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose, and an entirely new world ot enioy- 
ment to gam Send $4 00 which will be ap- 
plied to your first order 

Our guarantees 100% Confidentiality . 
100% Quality, 100% Customer Satisfaction 



The Xandria Collection, Dcpl SI 1295 
P.O. Bo. 110.11. San Francisco. CA 94131 
SvnJ mi' .i Xandrij Cold Edition Oljloxue 

EnckiwJ is MHO In K- .ipplus] In mv first onlrl 

tJ5CAN..£3UK.) 
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POPLIfE 

by Jonathan Bernstein 



Wise Guy 

Think anyone could have 
discovered Alanis Morissette? 
Think again. A night out 
separating the busts from the 
buzz with A&R wiz Guy Oseary. 



IT'S FALL IN Manhattan, and the annual circus 
known as the College Media Journal convention 
has come to town. The city's indigenous population 
of sociopaths is supplemented for a few days by a 
deluge of record-industry mercenaries anxious to 
bait and hook even the most psychotically ungifted 
of the bands showcasing around the city. My faith 
in my own instincts has long been shot to hell. Lest 
I find myself blindly accepting the enormous buzz 
surrounding, say, Vinegar, I decide 
to employ a native bearer to guide 
me through this jungle. That's 
where Guy Oseary comes in. 

An A&R prodigy since age 18, 
Oseary has transformed Madon- 
na's Maverick imprint into the 
most successful artist-owned 
label since the Beatles' Apple. 
His instant and eventual suc- 
cesses with Alanis Morissette 
and Candlebox have made him 
the A&R universe's Happening 
Man. Admirers attribute to him 
skills verging on the psychic. 
Detractors label him a callow, 
ego-engorged brat. He balks at 
both perceptions: "People say, 
'You're a lucky fucking guy.' 
But I didn't just go Oh, Alanis 
Morissette.' I've been working for 
eight years." 

In person, the 22-year-old 
Oseary is an endearing cross 
between Ferris Bueller and 
Anthony Robbins, the iron man 
of motivational infomercials. A 
schmoozemeister nonpareil, he's 
also a model of restraint in a sea 
of excess. Like Andrea Zucker- 
man of 90210, Guy was a poor 
kid who wound up among the 
vicious cliques and unearned 
wealth of Beverly Hills High. The 
yearning to bridge the luxury 
gap was a rising ember inside 
the then-1 6-year-old Angeleno. 
"It was like, fuck, I'm gonna 
show these guys. That's where a 



lot of my drive comes from." Of his Alanis 
Morissette success, he says, "Listen, after 
Lisa Loeb, everyone wanted all these girl 
things. And I said: You don't have to sign 
15 girls, just wait. An amazing girl is going 
to show up. And she did fuckin' show up." 
All I know is, if anyone can steer me clear 
of Vinegar, it's him. 

Our first port of call is a show by The 
Legendary Jim Ruiz Group, a white-clad, 
husband-and-wife-fronted act who float 
breathy vocals over samba rhythms. We 
stay 15 seconds. I guess he didn't find 
what he was looking for. "I'm not in a 
hurry to sign the next band,"tie says. "If it 
takes a year, it takes a year. It's talent by 
talent, and that's why we've done so well." Next 
stop is the band Thirteen. On the way in, we meet 
a music-business attorney who does such an 
inspiring job of singing the group's praises that 
I'm ready to rush over to the nearest ATM in case 
a bidding war breaks out on the spot. We turn 
and flee their standard thump after half a song. 
From there, we endure the complaint rock of the 
Dirt Merchants for a gut-wrenching ten minutes. 
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And then there's Handsome. A Killing 
Joke-with-Rollins-on-vocals, Handsome don't 
just have a buzz about them, they are buzz (in 
fact, Epic will sign the band just a few days after 
the show). We stay for the whole set. Guy has 
one eye on the band and the other focused on 
the rest of the slave-masters and manipulators of 
the A&R community, all of whom spend the entire 
set checking each other out. After the show, 
there's an outbreak of tense joshing. No one is 
showing their hand or expressing any opinions; 
these sharks act like they're just working stiffs 
unwinding after a tough day at the lathe, but deep 
down they're all nursing unspoken desires to 
plunge shards of glass into their rivals' eyeballs. 
"There's a lot of very beautiful and talented 
people in the music business," Guy will later say 
in all sincerity. 

Nancy Boy is the next name on our dance card 
and there are rumors of a Vinegar showcase. But 
then Kennedy, MTV's own bone of contention, is 
having a birthday bash at a nearby bar. Social 
lubrication is another integral part of Guy's 
business day. Rushing headfirst into the celebratory 
din, Guy transforms into a tactile Tazmanian 
devil, dispensing a tornado of 

Inoogies, bearhugs, headlocks, 
cheek-busses and secret 
handshakes. At one juncture he 
squeezes Dennis Rodman's butt 
and is met with an embrace and 
a cry of "The Guysteri" 

The night ends with Guy 
persuading Kennedy to bail on 
her own party and join his 
group (including Rodman, two 
blonde basketball aficionados 
spilling out of '70s boob-tubes, 
Rodman's straight-arrow 
business manager Dwight, and 
myself) at the Bowery Bar, the 
current media trough of 
choice. Dwight, the two 
blondes, and I sit at a table 
that has suddenly taken on 
the ambience of a dentist's 
waiting room. Guy gives 
me a powerful slap on the 
back and appraises my 
bleary demeanor: "Just 
chilling?" he asks, speeding 
off to circulate. Just then 
Dwight asks me what Guy 
does. I try to instruct 
him on the finer points of 
discovering and developing 
talent, of the intricacies 
of schmoozing. From 
my seat I see Guy, 
who's fully immersed in 
slapping, shaking, 
hugging, and headlocking. 
Finally I give up and 
reply: "That." • 
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